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MY CHRISTMAS CAROL 


LUCIAN 
Every Christmas it’s the same. 


I’ve played Santa for as long as I can remember, both in 
front of and behind the scenes. All year-round too, not just 
on Christmas. 


I think it’s enough. 


But it’s a lonely life of being Mr. Claus without his 
significant other. 


Checking in on the dressing room when I know I can’t be 
today Santa I find what I’ve been looking for. 


Her. 


But I know it’ll never be enough. Not until I have her as my 
own. 


A lifetime’s worth of yearning solved in one single moment. 
The day I meet my one true love. 

And it’s Christmas. 

There are angels, and I’ve had one fall to earth. 

Right in my lap. 

Carol. 


My Christmas Carol. 


CAROL 


I hate Christmas. 


But it’s usually a way to pick up extra work when everyone 
else is on holiday. 


But I only hate it because it means being alone. 

Again. 

Until I see Lucian. 

He’s my forever Christmas, even if it’s only in my mind. 
The dream boss I figured wasn’t my boss at all. 


As if an older guy like him would ever go for a younger 
curvy girl like me. 


But he does. 

He insists on it and I can’t refuse. 

Maybe this Christmas won’t be so bad after all? 

*My Christmas Carol is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


( arol 


“Well! It’s a few day’s works. Best we can do for someone in 
your... position,” he sneers over the phone. 


Something I much prefer to hear than having to go down to 
the temp agency in person and get first hand. 


I’ve had the man’s eye on me before and it’s not a pleasant 
experience. 


“Alright, alright, Nathan.” I sigh bitterly. “Just say when and 
where, and I'll be there,” I tell him, feeling like I’ve double- 
crossed myself already. 


Two maybe three days for a couple of hundred bucks, I can 
do that. 


My rent is like a month behind and it’s two days before 
Christmas as it is. 


If there’s such a thing as a Christmas miracle, this chubby 
little elf needs one. 


The creeper Nathan from the job agency texts me the 
details, and I make the call. Within the hour I’m huffing it to 
the subway to make sure I don’t miss the interview. 


A slightly more cheerful, but in no way friendly woman 
scans my resume after I’ve filled out what feels like a thirty 
page application. 


Peering over her desk at me, starting down at my feet and 
working her way up, she creases her mouth, making a low 
annoyed sound. 


“How soon can you start?” she says, puffing her cheeks and 
looking at the clock. “I’ve got a three o’clock meet and 
greet with Mr. and Mrs. Claus, take it or leave it,” she says 
flatly. 


I have no idea what any of that means, but it’s work and I 
need the money fast, so I feel my head bobbing with 
enthusiasm as my heart sinks. 


Here we go again. 


She breathes a curt little sigh of relief, which is followed by 
my own. 


“Okay kid, I’ll give you a shot. We pay by cash check at the 
end of each shift. You’ll be starting with Bill... he’s alright. 
Just don’t lend him any money, and for Christ’s sakes, 
whatever you do, don’t sit on his lap.” 


I feel myself blushing, embarrassed, and nervous as hell. 
Somebody opens a side door and a woman ushers me over. 


“T’m Clara,” she says. “Don’t worry about all that stuff, it’s 
not a bad job, just smile a lot when you’re out front and 
everything’s easy. I’ll take you through to your fitting now,” 
her heels clipping so hard on cold cement I feel obliged to 
follow. 


“My... fitting?” I ask, feeling real panic setting in now. 


“For your uniform, costume really. You’re the new Mrs. 
Clause, from three ‘til eight.” 


I hear myself gulping over the sound of her heels. 


“You did sign the part about the uniform? Any damage is on 
you and there’s a fifty dollar deposit, which we take from 
your first check. Got it?” she calls over her shoulder. 


I feel myself shrinking, moment by moment back into the 
so-called workforce. Since college, I’ve had to take 
whatever work I can get, so I tell myself to be more positive. 


“On the plus side,” she adds once we get to a grimy looking 
door, “There’s a cafeteria with all you can eat, and we even 
have a cashier next door who’ll do your check, so either way 
you won’t starve,” she says, trying to sound perky, but 
eyeing me up and down as if she holds grave concern for 
their stores of cafeteria food. 


I practice my first fake smile of the day, and it works. 


“That’s the spirit,” she says, leading me through to a room 
filled with rack upon rack of freshly dry cleaned costumes 
and uniforms. 


“This is the biggest we have, should fit you,” she murmurs 
without looking, handing me what looks like a two piece 
Mrs. Clause suit in thin plastic film. 


“Change in there,” she says, checking a clipboard while 
pointing and signing something. 


“TIl be back in five to take you through... Oh! Make sure 
you pee. We don’t have a break, you’ll be on from three ‘til 
eight tonight.” 


I fake smile again, and so does she. 


My own collapsing into a silent scream once I hear the door 
close and I begin to realize just what I’ve gotten myself into. 


The door creaks open and closes again not long after, and I 
wonder if I actually made a sound or voiced what I really 
think out loud. 


I half fancy I hear a low sound, like an animal or something 
groaning. I can smell something amazing too, like 
something I’ve never smelt before. 


I try and tell myself it’s just the wind, an old building. 


But I can’t deny the feeling that suddenly rushes through 
me. 


Whatever it is, I have a single moment of wanting to 
undress all of a sudden, like whatever it is is watching me 
and needs to see more. 


I strip and busy myself with putting on the Mrs. Clause suit, 
which as she said, is a snug fit on me. 


No padding required. 


Although, I’m not sure if Mrs. Claus is as ‘Jolly’ as her old 
man. 


“Grrr!” I finally growl, forgetting all my feelings. Just feeling 
plainly pissed with my life so far. “I hate Christmas.” 


A deep, muffled laugh makes me cover my chest with my 
hands, even though I’m dressed by now, minus the weird 
looking velvet boots. 


“Who is it?” I ask aloud. “Who’s there?” 


CHAPTER TWO 


| ucian 


I’m not even supposed to be down here, I have a meeting in 
like five minutes, ten minutes away. 


But once I hear her voice, and definitely, once I see her 
from behind, I know I’m pretty much done for. 


I’m booked solid to be ‘Mr. Claus,’ from three ‘til eight until 
Christmas Eve, but I really can’t make it today. 


Old Bill though, he’s a gun. The longest serving janitor at 
Kellerman’s who always loves a chance to be Santa if 
nobody else can and is always ready to take my place. 


I was only coming down to make sure he’d turned up. 


Bill has some, uh... personal problems and it can sometimes 
get in the way of his performance. But when he’s here, he’s 
a gem. 


But I don’t see Bill, and Clara doesn’t seem worried, so I 
figure it’s taken care of. 


Normally I’d spin on my heel and go do what I have to. 


But that voice. 
That golden hair. 
That ass. 


It’s a unisex changing area, with lockers and curtains. A 
men’s side and a woman’s side, where most of the staff who 
can’t get changed at home change here, like those dressed 
as elves and Santa at Christmas. 


I hang back once I see them both go in, but once Carla 
leaves, I’m not quite sure what comes over me. 


It’s like something inside me is suddenly tingling. 
A thread that pulls me to her, whoever she is. 


I also notice how hard my dick is. If anybody was to happen 
by... 


Before I know it, I’ve crept in and concealed myself behind 
a changing room curtain out of sight. 


I’m on the men’s side, I tell myself. 
It’s alright. 


My heart is pounding against my ribs and my ears are 
ringing as I feel myself move closer toward her. 


Peeking through a gap, I can see she’s unsure of something, 
maybe everything. But something tells me she feels my eyes 
on her. 


And that there’s a part of her too that’s feeling something 
bubbling up from deep inside. 


Her clear blue eyes never meet the mirrors or mine. And 
already I’m quietly unzipping myself, feeling my hot hard 


dick in my hand for what feels like the first time in twenty 
years. 


God, I don’t think I’ve ever been so hard. 


I can’t help it. And a low, animal sound escapes me as I start 
to feel the head of manhood stimulated by my own hand, 
imagining it to be the sweet tight lips of her pussy. 


Now, I have to say I’m no pervert. Not like I hang around 
concrete hallways waiting for women to get changed. 


But it’s not like she isn’t giving me a show either. 


I never thought of having a ‘type.’ But seeing her thick body 
shimmy out of her jeans, bending over, and then lifting off 
her white blouse, I can’t help but feel I’m getting a 
refresher in female biology. 


Her skin is so smooth, so soft looking. Almost like powder. 


And her hips, fuck me those hips, I can feel my hands on 
them already, pushing her legs open from behind as I slide 
into her... filling her with my seed in no time. 


Jesus Lucian, get a grip. I tell myself, noticing how tight my 
own grip on my dick actually is, pumping frantically now as 
another groan battles against my clenched jaw. 


Watching her swollen chest thicken, her breath shiver as 
she starts to dress, I can’t help but realize she knows 
someone’s watching. 


It’s gotta be turning her on as much as it is me. 


I feel my balls starting to rise too soon. I have to stop or I 
will be in more trouble than I’ve already started. 


Once she’s dressed, she growls herself, letting out a terrible 
groan about how much she hates Christmas. 


Ironic, I think, considering how she’s dressed. 


Mrs. Claus in a two piece, tight fitting velvet suit that oozes 
Christmas and is making me ooze my own desire for her. 


I hear a muffled laugh until I realize in horror it’s my own. 


Hurriedly, I zip myself up, wishing she could see what she’s 
done to me. 


I feel the wet squelch of my dick inside my pants and hold 
my breath as she asks if anyone’s in here with her. 


I want to tell her. 


I want to show her. I want to take her here and now, right 
over that damned chair, she had her beautiful leg up on. 


But I can’t. Not yet. 


Apart from my meeting, which I’m now late for, I know if I 
expose myself now it might scare her off. 


And that’s not what I want. 

Plus, she’s Mrs. Claus, due on duty right about... now. 
But I do know what I want and it’s her. 

All of her. 

To be all mine. 


I freeze on the spot, watching her covering herself with her 
hands, her small hands creasing into the folds of her chest 
that I wish mine were on right now. 


She doesn’t look scared though. 


Concerned, but not scared, and if it wasn’t for some racks 
of clothes and her own inability to look into mirrors, I figure 
my hiding spot would have been given up ages ago. 


Clenching my jaw, but still feeling my aching dick twitch as I 
watch her from behind lean over to slip her velvet boots on 
before stowing her purse and keys in a locker that won’t 
lock, it takes all I have to keep silent. 


Knowing the one thing I need, the one thing I truly want is 
only feet away from me. 


And then, just as quickly as it all started, I smell her fresh 
innocence whishing past, leaving me in her wake as I moan 
loudly again once the door closes. 


Sinking to my hams, I wince at my hardness catching in my 
pants, but I know it’s useless. 


I could touch myself for the rest of my life and it wouldn’t 
mean a damned thing. 


I need to be inside her. 
I need her to need me inside her too. 


I want her to want me, as much as I want her. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


( arol 


It’s just first day nerves, plus you didn’t eat. 
Did you pee like that woman said? 
Crap! 


I only wish I could hold this feeling off as much as my 
bladder. 


What the hell just happened back there? It was like 
something in me was awakened. 


Like something... or someone was in the right place, but 
just at the wrong time. 


I practically stumble down the concrete hallway until I 
bump into Carla coming out through a door. She eyes me 
up and down. 


“You alright? You look...” The perplexed expression on her 
face sums up how I really feel. 


Is it so obvious? 


“Do you believe in ghosts?” I ask her, making her do 
another double-take before rolling her eyes. 


“Honey, it’s Christmas, not Halloween. Just tell me you got 
this for the next five hours? I got other things to worry 
about.” 


I give a firm nod, forcing that fake smile again. 


“Better,” she says firmly. “ Bill- Santa is through here. Follow 
me.” 


She leads me through a narrow passage and another 
doorway, which opens into the trademark Christmas 
themed set of a Santa’s workshop. 


It’s well done, much nicer than the backstage area. 
Except for that feeling... 


I jump a little when I hear an almost quavering ‘Ho-ho-ho! ’ 
from behind a curtain. 


“He’s getting into character,” Carla says. “Now. You'll be 
here by the throne. Check off each kid’s name and 
introduce them to Santa, maybe help the photographer if 
she asks, apart from that, just smile like you care,” she says, 
scrutinizing me one last time before she disappears. 


I feel the pit of my stomach drop as a heavy red velvet 
curtain draws back. A short, squat elderly man in a pretty 
darn good Santa suit and makeup greets me. 


His eyes twinkle, but not with true recognition. 


Holding out both his gloved hands, he speaks to my 
costume, not to me as a person. 


“Why if it isn’t Mrs. Claus, Ho-ho-ho!’ he booms and ushers 
me to my position by his throne, he seems to know the exact 
moment when things start, which I don’t. 


God, I wish I’d peed. 


I wish whoever was in that changing room was here instead 
of this guy. 


A flustered woman, dressed like an elf and not much 
younger than Santa sweeps in, heaving back another huge 
set of curtains across the way. 


She has a camera, so I assume she’s the photographer. 


I’m bombarded by a sudden flood of bright lights and noises 
from an open shopping mall that seems to zoom in on us 
from the outside. 


Pushing a novelty sized and festively decorated clipboard 
and quill into my hands, she doesn’t bother introducing 
herself. 


“Welcome... to hell..” she murmurs, as we all hear the 
sound of approaching children and tired parents as 
whatever barrier that’s been holding them back is finally 
lifted. 


I gulp and strain my fake smile, thinking only of what it felt 
like to maybe just have someone watching me and getting 
off on it when I was getting changed. 


Within two minutes, I realize if it wasn’t for that though, 
that experience, I’d be punching the next kid I have to fake 
smile at and get the hell outta here. 


There must be literally thousands of kids with parents, 
grandparents, and some that look like they’ve been 
assigned mall duty as older brothers or sisters. 


If I thought the photographer was kidding, the first half an 
hour tells me she wasn’t. 


This is hell. 


‘Where’s our free gift? We were told we’d get a ‘free’ gift?’ 
‘I’m not paying for a photo when that fat girl made my boy 
cry’ 

‘Whoever saw something so ridiculous! ’ 

‘Can't you get a real job, honey?’ 


The Christmas spirit is nowhere to be seen, and even Bill... 
err- Santa growls at me every second kid. 


“Dammit girl, get it right! Tick their names off, introduce 
them, smile for the photo, and then give them their damned 
gift from the pile of crap here! What are you, simple or 
something?” he snarls, pulling my arm roughly when 
there’s a lull in the crowd. 


I feel hurt. 
Not physically, just hurt inside. 


Feeling like nobody cares about anything anymore. Like all 
this is nothing to do with Christmas. 


Which I hate anyway, by the way. 
Despite all this, there are actually worse jobs. 


Waitressing, bartending, or even cold-calling for anything 
will give you a thick skin, which I eventually discover. 


In no time at all, both Santa and whoever Ms. Photographer 
is and I are like old pals, quietly hamming it up for the 
endless line, which soon becomes a stream of happy 
customers once I find my mojo in their groove. 


Just when I think I’m about to faint from lack of food, the 
frozen smile on my face feels like its cracked capillaries... 
it’s done. 


I’m finished. 


“That’s the last one,” Santa announces, puffing his cheeks 
and tearing his beard off once the curtain is closed, our 
friend the photographer disappearing as quickly as she 
came. 


“Pm Bill,” he says briefly, holding out a shaking and 
weatherworn, ungloved hand. 


“Carol,” I tell him, still wearing my cracked smile. 
“T’m sorry if I was gruff, but...” he trails off. 


“You won’t say anything, will ya?” he asks, his gray eyes 
suddenly wide. 


“T’ve had worse,” I half-lie. I’ve had some crappy gigs, but 
this one after a full five hours is pushing it to the top. 
Almost. 


“Then I guess I’ll see ya tomorrow?” he drawls, taking off 
his hat and fidgeting with it as he stands uneasily. 


“Hopefully,” I chirp, glancing around, wondering where the 
magic check is, and if I can still cash it so late. 


“Tt’s just...” Bill continues. “I wonder if you could help. I 
mean... just a twenty?” he asks, looking so much like every 
kid that just sat on his knee. 


I remember what I was told, but another part of me kicks 
in. 


“Bill? I don’t have a dime, let alone a twenty to hand out to 
strangers right now,” I spit, surprising both of us with my 
attitude. 


But it’s true. 


Between the deposit for the costume and the no paycheck 
so far, I feel worse off financially than when I started. 


Bill sinks back onto his ‘throne’. 
“Amen to that,” he says dryly. 
Disappointed. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


| ucian 


I’m late for my appointment, of course, I am. 


It’s blocks away and I spent way too much time taking in 
the perfect view, thinking about my own needs and wants 
before even thinking about my so-called responsibilities. 


The whole way there, all I can see in my mind whether my 
eyes are open or closed is her blond hair, her blue eyes, and 
that damned fine thick body of hers. 


I feel my head shaking in disbelief. She was there, right 
there in front of me and all I could do was hide and start to 
yank at my hard dick. 


That says everything. 

A girl like that? 

What are the chances? 

She must have someone, a boyfriend, and a husband. 


Maybe a dozen on the go? 


Christ, you’ve seen her! She can have any man eating out 
of the palm of her hand. 


The thought makes me growl, the driver asking if we need 
to stop. I dismiss him with a wave of my hand, wishing there 
was a privacy screen I could put up. 


But then I relax a little. 
I reason with myself. 


Why would such a girl get herself into the hopeless 
situation of being Mrs. Claus at a downtown Kellerman’s 
department store for a few dollars an hour? 


If she could have any man she wanted, why? He can’t be 
much of a man at all, not even being able to provide for his 
queen so readily. 


Hmmm? 

Sinking back into the soft seat of the car, I relax. 
Amused by my own deduction. 

But not entirely. 

Not even briefly. 


I may have spotted a fawn, but that doesn’t mean that the 
rest of the jungle is empty. 


I hear myself growling low again, thinking of her like that. 
Bending over, for me. 

Offering herself, to me. 

Sitting forward in my seat, I start to gnaw at my thumbnail. 


Feeling tense all over as much as I still am in my pants. 


Going over every frame of her in my mind’s eye until it’s 
hopeless. 


I’m just as fucked up and hard from the memory of her as I 
was Standing a few feet from her. 


I must have her. 


“Mine,” I practically shout, making the driver swerve before 
asking if I’m sure I’m okay again. 


Pressing some cash into his hand, I assure him again I’m 
fine once we reach my building. 


With my hands in my pockets, desperately trying to cover 
my arousal, I make my way up the elevators to my 
scheduled appointment. 


“You’re late,” somebody says, seething with rage. I don’t 
even look up to see who. 


By the time I get into the meeting room, I’m more drawn to 
the view from the window. 


Wondering if I can see Kellerman’s from here. 
I can. 


I breathe in deep, inhaling her all over again in my mind, 
wondering just how I managed to let the most perfect girl 
in the world walk straight past me without even trying to 
stop her. 


I wonder too, if she’s still there, maybe looking out and 
looking up. 


Hoping I’m still looking for her. 


A guy can dream. 


“Lucian!” The same voice I heard just now barks. “What the 
hell are you doing?” 


Almost turning, I realize just how hard I am. Not a good 
look, so I choose to stand behind a tall leather backed chair. 


“I’m here for my appointment,” I reply matter of fact, a little 
put out I should feel I have to answer to anyone. 


I did set up my own meeting after all. 


“ He left fifteen minutes ago. Had a flight to catch... The 
Same one you Said you’d be on with him to L.A? To go over 
the contract for the Californian wine sales?” 


I hear the questions, the tone of their voice. 


But I can only half-smile, still thinking about her. Whoever 
she is. 


“Are you even listening to me?” the voice asks again. 
No. I’m not. 


“Ah, sorry Mike. I know you came all this way. I just got held 
up is all, we can video conference and sign stuff by email, 
no big deal,” I remark casually. 


“But it is a big deal, Lucian. I won’t even tell you what he 
told me to tell you once he realized you’d stood him up,” 
Mike says with some venom in his voice. 


Mike Schilling is my lawyer, the main legal eagle for all 
things business. 


I’m not always dressed as Santa Claus. 


My regular day job involves more taking than giving, it 
would seem. 


“Sorry, Lucian. You just didn’t get the serving I did from the 
wine guy, and I shouldn’t try and do the same to you. Are 
you alright though? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he 
adds, scrutinizing me in his best cross-examiner’s face. 


Even though he’s a business lawyer, Mike always wanted to 
be a hardball prosecuting attorney, I can tell. 


I stump down into the chair next to me, shaking my head. 
“T think I’m in love,” is all I can manage. 


Mike’s quiet for a bit, then he comes over, pretending to 
take my pulse and placing a hand on my head to check my 
temperature as he huffs to himself. 


“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were drunk, Lucian. 
But I know for a fact you’re a teetotal, so what gives? And 
don’t give me love stories. That wine deal was worth a 
pretty penny,” he cautions me, finally putting his hands on 
his hips and waiting for an answer. 


“Mrs. Claus,” I hear myself murmur, feeling the room drift 
away from me as I remember her again. 


Moments pass until I finally jolt to my senses. 


“So,” I announce. “I'll leave the wine deal in your capable 
legal hands, Mike. I have another appointment,” I tell him, 
shaking his hand before walking with one stiff leg from the 
room. 


“Mrs. Claus,” I hear him parrot me as I leave. 
“T hope she’s worth it Luc! Just cost you a pretty penny!” 
But I couldn’t care less. 


The only thing I’m worried about is making it back to her 
before she leaves the building. 


Kellerman’s. 
Oldest and biggest department store chain in the state. 


I make a face when I think about that, picturing her 
instead. 


Needing a name to put to that pretty face. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


( arol 


After fidgeting on the spot, I decide to try and retrace my 
steps back through the door I came in, hoping to find a 
bathroom for one. 


But I bump into Carla, both of us squeaking in shock for a 
moment. She’s holding a folder with some papers. Yellow 
company checks paper clipped to each. 


“I hear you did okay, Carol. Here’s your check, cashier’s 
open ‘til nine... I hope we can count on you for tomorrow?” 
she asks, narrowing her eyes and puckering her mouth. 


I glance at the check amount, barely enough to feed me let 
alone pay my rent after the costume ‘deposit’. 


But what choice do I have? 


“This blows, you know that?” I tell her, not caring what 
happens anymore. Standing like a schmuck for five hours 
for twenty-five bucks. I’m sure there are laws against this 
sort of thing. 


“We’ll see you tomorrow then,” Clara chimes knowingly, 
clopping over to Bill to give him the same treatment, I 
imagine. 


I can’t get out of there soon enough, but a deep voice from 
behind me, coupled with a very familiar scent sees me stop 
dead in my tracks. 


Check cashing can wait. 
The bathroom can wait. 


I know that smell, and I know the feeling it creates more 
than anything else too. 


Before I even turn around, I feel those eyes on me again. 
Those same eyes. 


It’s him, I know it is. I don’t know how, but I just freaking 
know it. 


The sudden wet line in my panties should be enough, but 
there’s something in his voice, his cologne. 


And then he lets out a muted laugh, talking quietly with old 
Bill. 


It’s him, I just know it is. 


A part of me wants to spin rather than turn. To run into his 
arms and just have him scoop me up. 


But I have no idea what he looks like, so I restrain myself as 
much as I can. 


Once his huge hazel eyes hit mine though, I feel weak in the 
knees. 


I know it’s him, and his look of recognition is enough for me 
to know it’s the same man, the same eyes I felt in the 


changing room. 
And my God, what a man. 


He must be six seven, built like a linebacker, the V-shaped 
wedge of his torso bristling through a very expensive 
looking suit. 


His smoldering eyes dance as he smiles, revealing a perfect 
set of gleaming teeth set in a chiseled, David-esque jaw 
that’s as smooth shaven as he is sharp. 


His thick dark hair has a sheen of silver at the sides, but 
only in a certain light. 


His strong features soften though once he focuses on me, 
and I know his smile is meant for me. 


My eyes move down in embarrassment, but freeze once 
they spy the thick line he’s sporting in those pants. 


Must be the light. 


He casually moves his huge hands to cover his front and 
pretending to lean in closer, listening to Bill, I’m sure he 
gives me the subtlest wink as he squeezes his front. 


I feel my heart in my throat, the room start to sway, and 
suddenly I can’t feel my legs. 


My mouth’s suddenly dry and once I hear Clara ask me 
something, I can only croak. 


More like a moan. 


Moaning for the other end of me that’s suddenly sprung a 
leak. 


“Ah, Lucian’s here. I may as well introduce you,” she says 
absently, clasping my arm and gravitating me towards him. 


Making me feel like a small moon about to be eclipsed by 
the Sun God himself. 


The God of all men. 


It feels like she’s half-carrying me over, but the thick line of 
wet in my panties is what’s really pulling me closer, I know 
it. 


Aching to get a better view of what the man has in the front 
of his suit trousers. 


But his cover is good, and his presence as I get closer, 
undeniable. 


He’s murmuring something to Bill about him filling in when 
he looks up at me again, suddenly making me feel small and 
very, very nervous. 


“Lucian, this is Carol. Filled in at short notice too. Look, can 
I-” she adds suddenly, her whole body turning away from 
us. 


Lucian. 


What an extraordinary name. Fitting for an extraordinary 
man. 


He waves her away, and Bill too by the looks, zooming in on 
me with those dark eyes and a deep inhalation that makes 
me feel he’s actually eating me alive. 


My God, I feel like I’m about to- 


“Come!” he announces suddenly, taking my arm in his and 
leading me away, ignoring the others as we make our way 
out into the shopping mall, which is half as busy as it has 
seemed all day. 


“Let’s get you out of here, you must be sick of this place.” 


He pulls me close to him as we walk, and I can feel his body 
through his clothes. 


Rock hard but with enough give to make me shiver at the 
thought of touching his naked flesh, tracing my fingers 
around each muscle I know is flexing underneath without 
him even trying. 


“Bill tells me you did a great job,” he says, deliberately 
looking away but letting his huge hand grip mine as we 
walk. 


“Are you the... manager?” I hear myself squeak, feeling like 
I’m nine, not twenty-two. 


He chuckles softly, stopping long enough to look down as he 
breathes in deep again. 


“You, uh could say that,” he says, smiling swiftly before 
resuming our little walk. 


I feel my nerves flare, but I can’t help notice despite his 
swagger, he seems a little flighty himself. 


Maybe we both need to eat something. 


But hang on. What’s the manager suddenly doing walking 
around with me on his arm? 


This guy could have any girl he wants. 


Maybe it’s to make up for the crap all paycheck I’m 
probably gonna miss cashing. 


I groan before apologizing, telling him I was just about to 
cash my check. 


And use the ladies’ room. 


But he waves his hand again as if none of that matters. 


After a few more yards, I spy the ladies room sign, 
triggering a different urge in me. 


“Can I at least go to the bathroom?” I ask, not meaning to 
sound ungrateful, but also wondering if that’s the ‘I’m 
about to burst’ feeling explained in one second. 


Instantly, his demand changes and he makes a beeline for 
the ‘ladies rooms’ corridor. 


“Forgive me, I should’ve...” he stammers, blushing hard as 
he scans the corridor, then behind us as he walks me all the 
way to the door. 


“T can take it from here,” I assure him, glancing at him 
sideways. 


“TIl be right here,” he says firmly, letting out a familiar low 
sound as I slip through the door. 


The ladies’ room is empty, but once I’m in the stall, I can see 
the door in the mirror, through the gap. 


It’s Lucian. Poking his head around, scanning the place until 
he’s satisfied I’m alone. 


Weird. 

But I kinda feel turned on again once I do what I came for. 
Like he’s protecting me or something. 

Looking out for me. 


Nobody’s ever done that. 
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Carol. 
A name for this feeling at least, for now. It’ll have to do. 


Dismissing everyone else once I have her insight, I grab 
hold of her, not even knowing where I’m going or what I’m 
doing. Only knowing I have to keep her close. 


Nobody else can have her now, she’s mine. 

All mine. 

She mentions cashing her check and needing the ladies. 
Is this the big brush off? 


Waiting for her outside the ladies’ room, I can’t help but 
peek in, making sure no one else is lurking about. The 
thought of anyone getting between me and her right now is 
just too much. My nerves feel frayed as it is. 


The meeting I missed when I should’ve just gone to her, 
now she’s acting like she doesn’t even want to know me. 


Manager indeed. 


“All done,” she chimes, looking fresher and a thousand 
times more beautiful by the second as she comes out the 
door, pretending not to notice me having spied on her. 


I try a different tack, one that might not sound so creepy or 
desperate. 


“So. Nobody picking you up, boyfriend... husband?” I ask, 
not sure what to think when she snorts a loud laugh. 


“Ah, no. Just me. All alone in this world,” she says, making 
me feel relief but also a stab of hurt. 


I don’t see it as a laughing matter, someone like her needs 
looking after. 


Protection from the world. 


“And you?” she ventures, a coy smile on her lips as she 
studies my expression sidelong. 


“Uh, no, same,” I tell her, creasing a smile, which blooms 
once I feel her arm back in mine. 


“So you’re not really a manager and you’ve got nobody 
either...” she muses, humming to herself as I let my body 
lean a little more into hers. 


Her chest touches my arm and I feel it all over again, the 
mental image of her half-naked. 


Her bent over. 
That ass. 


“Carol?” I ask, nearly gasping. “Would you like me to take 
you home?” I ask, feeling her body shrivel away from mine 
as she reddens, her face darkening. 


She lets go of my arm. 
“T can make my own way, it’s alright,” she says defensively. 


“No,” I almost shout. “I won’t let you.” She jumps a little, 
but I recover myself. 


“Let me take you home, Carol, maybe we could grab a bite 
so you see I won't bite after all,” I tell her, finally able to 
breathe once she agrees after thinking about it. 


“Your treat,” she says. “The crappy pay in this place 
wouldn’t pay for a day’s rent let alone food,” she says, 
trying to laugh. 


And I feel that stab in my chest again. 


“What do you mean?” I ask her as we both stop, her sighing 
as she reaches for her crumpled check, feeling more 
confused than ever. 


ın 


“This is what I got after the costume ‘deposit,” she tells me, 


and we both realize she still has it on. 


“Ah, crap! My bag, my keys,” she groans, scrunching the 
check back up after snatching it from me. 


“I had no idea,” I confess. Twenty-five dollars for five hours 
of work. 


I feel sick inside. 
But more than that. I don’t want her to disappear. 
I won't. 


“Can you get your things tomorrow?” I ask, “I mean, it’s just 
I think they’re up now,” I observe. 


Glancing around, we see the shutters coming down and the 
security guards and janitors coming out. 


“I suppose I could have my buildings super let me in,” she 
sighs. “But I couldn’t let you take me home, it’s miles away,” 
she protests. 


Feeling her lean back into me once I slip my arm in hers 
makes me feel better as I head for the exit I know where we 
can get a cab. 


“You don’t think I look ridiculous walking around like this?” 
she asks, looking suddenly self-conscious. 


“T think you look-” I start to say, stopping myself before I say 
too much. 


Her eyes grow wide in question as we step outside. 


“T think you look beautiful,” I tell her. Hoping it gives word 
to at least some of this feeling between us. 


I know she feels the same, I just know she does. She has to. 


Getting us into the nearest cab, I notice the driver’s look 
once he scans Carol’s costume. 


“Problem?” I ask him, not hiding my annoyance until he 
seems to recognize me from about the place. 


“Uh, no sir. No problem, where to?” he asks, smiling. 
I lift a brow at Carol’s eyes in the rearview. 


Feeling that stab in my chest deepen when she tells him her 
address. 


It’s a shitty side of town, and not one I’d want to see her in 
by herself let alone have to live there. 


I file it all away, along with the bullshit about how much 
people like Carol get paid. 


For now, I want to enjoy her. 


Enjoy our time together. 


I try to make some small talk along the way, but I can see 
her face falling the closer we get to her place, especially 
once we cross the bridge. 


“You don’t have to come up,” she says once we get there, 
the cab parked at the curb and throwing off more light than 
there is in the doorway. 


“Oh yes I do,” I tell her, slipping the cabbie some cash and 
scanning the dark street for trouble as I watch his taillights 
and exhaust disappear into the cold night. 


Out of reflex more than experience, I have to admit. 


“Who?” A gruff voice shouts, fuzzy through the intercom 
once Carol buzzes her super. 


“Carol Perkins, Mr. Jelso. From number 203.” 
There’s a loud grunt and then a click. 


Carol guides me through the dark to the open door, and 
again as we reach a Staircase. 


“Elevator’s busted,” she explains. 


I can feel myself getting annoyed more and more by the 
second. 


And it’s not Carol’s fault. 
None of it. 


It looks like the hallway light’s busted too, and I’ve already 
made up my mind. 


Carol’s not spending another night here, not if I have 
anything to say about it. 


We stand in the dark, close to each other and my hand 
reaches for hers, pulling her close as I’m about to tell her 
SO. 


I can feel her trembling under my grip in the darkness, 
shivering through her costume. 


Without even thinking anymore, like it’s the most natural 
thing in the world, I lean in to kiss her. 


My face getting closer to hers, feeling her lips so close to 
mine as they part to melt us together. 


“Perkins... 203,” A rough voice drawls from the other end of 
the hall, mixed with the jangling of a keychain. 


I feel Carol gasp and step back with a start as I make out 
the short figure hustling towards us, the orange glow of a 
cigar stub all that’s lighting the space between us. 


“And who are you dressed as?” he asks roughly, ignoring me 
until he unlocks her door and flicks the light on. 


“Jesus,” he exclaims, looking up at me. “I thought you were 
a God dammed Christmas tree she’d dragged home,” he 
rasps. 


I hear my knuckles crack, which he ignores. 


“Oh, by the way, sweet cheeks. A month’s rent by morning 
or I’m callin’ the cops. I’ve had it with your bullshit stories. 
You’re not even cute. At least Marlene in 604 can suck my 
dick to cover some of her rent,” he sneers. 
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My fingers dig into Lucian’s arm as I feel him lurch towards 
my landlord, growling. 


I’m in enough trouble as it is, I don’t need assault charges 
on top of my impending eviction. 


“Leave it, Lucian, please?” I beg him, feeling him stop but 
not relax as he watches Jelso disappear around the 
stairwell, laughing to himself, puffing like a horrible old 
steam train. 


“How much do you owe?” he asks me, not taking his eyes off 
the space where Jelso stood. 


I shift, uneasy on my feet. This is more than embarrassing. 


“Twelve hundred,” I whisper, feeling my lower lip quiver 
and a hot tear slid down my cheek. 


How did I think I was gonna make any of this work? 


Lucian doesn’t flinch, he’s like stone. 


“You'd better go,” I tell him. “I don’t want any-” 


“You won’t have any,” he says gently. “No trouble from me. 
But I’m not going anywhere without you Carol. That’s a 
promise.” 


“Oh Lucian, what am I gonna do?” I hear myself gasp, all 
the tears coming now. All bravado gone. 


I hate this apartment, the crappy jobs I have to take to even 
try and keep it, but now I have nothing. 


Nothing and nobody all over again. 
The story of my life so far. 


His firm grip brings me to my senses as his feet push mine 
inside, the door locking behind him as I feel his heaving 
body against my chest. 


A chest suddenly stiff from the memory of him, the scent of 
him, and the sheer size and strength of him. 


“You’re coming with me Carol, no if’s and’s or but's. Got it?” 
he orders, pulling me extra close and I feel firsthand that 
those weren't... those aren’t pleats at the front of his pants. 


“Kiss me,” he says, making me gasp louder, then start to 
shiver as he says it again, leaning closer. 


“Kiss me and then feel my cock,” he demands, firmer now 
and louder. So loud I worry someone will hear. 


I worry I will be too. 
But I do it. 


I do it and I love it, his warm lips are suddenly on mine, 
pressing harder as we both struggle to breathe, and with 
one hand on his jaw, I feel my other doing as he says. 


I stifle a louder moan, finally whimpering as I start to pump 
a flat palm against what feels like a tree trunk in his pants. 


I try to get hold of it, but my hand slips, making him growl 
low. 


“Good girl,” he whispers in my ear, taking my whole lobe in 
his mouth, pressing it between his teeth until I find my grip 
on his cock through the fabric of his pants. 


Meanwhile, one of his own huge hands has grabbed my 
waist. The other sliding right up between my legs, making 
me see stars that pop in the dim light behind my closed 
eyes. 


His large fingers slowly and gently bunch together, opening 
my sex for him through my panties under my costume while 
his thick thumb finds its mark. A slick and instant line of hot 
moisture seeps through everything. 


My swollen clit feels like it'll burst if he doesn’t do 
something to make me come. 


Right freaking now. 


“Lucian,” I gasp again, but he’s already moving me over 
towards my couch, which also happens to be my bed. 


A fold out I never bother to pack away because... well. Why 
would I? It’s not like I have company every day. 


And this morning I didn’t think I’d have God’s gift to women 
about to lay me out on it, that’s for sure. 


“T want you, Carol. I want you to be mine,” he murmurs, 
lying me flat as the whole couch creaks under his weight. 


My hands move around his thick neck, pulling him closer, 
wanting him to press against me with all his weight. 
Needing him as close to me as possible. 


I have a million reasons to argue why an older guy like 
Lucian could never go for a younger, thick girl like me. 


But the charge from his hands, his whole body, and most of 
all, that huge hot rod prodding my belly; I know this is the 
only thing that matters right now. 


If I’m about to be homeless, I may as well go out smiling. 


“Say you'll be mine,” he orders, his thumb finding its mark 
yet again, slipping into my drenched pussy as I feel myself 
start to buck against it. 


“T’m yours,” I wheeze, feeling my whole body jerk and my 
eyes start to roll once his touch and voice make me lose all 
control. 


“Lucian... I’m gonna...” I gasp again. 


Calmly but surely, he slips off my Mrs. Claus skirt, revealing 
my drenched lace panties that my hungry hole is already 
eating. 


With another low growl of satisfaction, he examines me, but 
only for a moment before he peels them to one side and 
presses his whole mouth over my now twitching hole. 


I grunt, pushing my whole body up against him, my hips 
starting to rotate and squirm once both my hands find his 
silky soft hair, pressing him so hard against me, his tongue 
so deep inside me I wonder how he can even breathe. 


I wonder if I’m even breathing, jerking, and grinding 
against his face, his huge hands gripping my ass cheeks 
which he starts to pull and push together, my juices running 
between my cheeks. 


It’s too much. I can’t stop what’s coming and I whine louder, 
trying to say his name and trying to will myself not to come 
so I can enjoy him for just a little longer. 


“Mine” he growls loudly, the vibrations traveling so far up 
inside me, it’s like a key unlocking a floodgate of all my 
emotions. 


Yielding to him, to my own climax, I know IIl be his. 


As I start to come, he grunts and groans, savoring my 
essence in his mouth and spreading it inside my thighs with 
one of his hands now, sucking and biting them once my 
shudders become shakes and tremors. 


Once he knows he’s finally staked his claim by showing me 
how he plans to pleasure me not just once, but over and 
over again, and forever from now on. 


That’s what being his means. 
I understand it fully when he lets me taste myself in his kiss. 


I reach for his zipper, noticing I’m still half-dressed, a vague 
memory of my crappy apartment flashing across my mind. 


I know he wants to claim me properly. And I know I want 
him inside me. 


“Pm a virgin,” I hear myself say softly. “I’ve never even 
kissed anyone, Lucian,” I confess. 


I feel hot, flushed from shame but hearing his groan of 
approval and then seeing his smile so close to my own 
mouth, I know it’s just what he wants to hear. 


“Good,” he says, a matter of fact. “Then you won’t have any 
problem learning just how much pleasure I want to give 
you... and how you'll take it.” 


“TIl be your first and you’ll be my only. That’s a promise,” he 
says, kissing me so hard and pressing his body over mine 
again, I can’t help but feel another quaking climax building 
before he lifts himself up, resting on his huge arms. 


“What is it?” I ask, scared I’ve done something wrong. 
“Not here though,” he says to himself, shaking his head. 


“T lost myself just now, Carol. You’re just so fucking perfect I 
just had to...Well. Let’s get out of here if you’re okay with 
that? 


Feeling my head bob, I don’t even know where we'll go or 
what we'll do. 


But I do know why. 


Because it’s Lucian that’s why. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


| ucian 


I tell her to pack a bag. “Lots of these,” I demand, holding 
up her panties with one finger, figuring we’ll be going 
through a few sets if I have anything to do with it. 


“Where are you going?” she asks nervously as I make for 
the door. 


“Gotta see a man about some rent. What’s your super’s 
apartment number?” I ask her, noticing her scared look. 


“101,” she murmurs, and I hear my knuckles crack. 


“Don’t cause any trouble, Lucian,” she begs me, following 
me to the door until I instruct her to stay put. 


“Lock it until I come back,” I tell her, kissing her before I 
go, not taking another step until I hear the lock click from 
the other side. 


A quick call to an associate reveals a little more about the 
building and the super’s position in it. 


“T see, thanks.” I let them know, asking if they can send a 
car and some hand sanitizer for me at this address before 
hanging up and popping my neck. 


I follow the smell of stale cigars to the first floor apartment, 
knocking gently with all the knuckles of my right hand. 


In my left hand is a neat roll of hundred dollar bills. 
Twelve to be exact. 


“Ah, Jesus Christ Bananas. Who is it?” he yells from the 
other side of the door. 


“Marlene,” I announce. Probably not sounding like her, but 
who knows? 


The TV sound dies down, there’s a clanking of bottles and 
heavy steps until the door swings open. 


Piece of shit’s saved me a lot of trouble. 
He’s only wearing a bathrobe and a stained T-shirt. 


“The fuck you want?” he barks. Eyeing me and then the 
hallway, reaching for something behind the door. 


But it’s no good. 
It won’t do. 


I kick the door and him back inside his apartment, 
smashing his cigar stub across his bloody nose before I 
grab him by the neck. 


Turning him over, I lift his robe, revealing my reason for 
visiting. 
I won’t go into too much detail, but after finding a dish 


glove in the kitchen I make a twelve hundred dollar deposit 
of my roll of bills where the sun doesn’t shine as fuck face 


squeals like a lamb and adds new meaning to the phrase 
dirty money. 


He’s twitching and quivering on the floor by the time I wash 
my hands and step over him to leave, flicking the used glove 
into his face. 


“You'll be out by nine a.m. or III be back to pay Carol’s rent 
six months in advance the same way, got it?” I ask him. 


He nods feverishly, sweat and blood mixed with stale smoke 
and something else, some other smell all over him. 


“Don’t make me come back and check now,” I warn him and 
make my way back up to Carol. 


Fuck, I should’ve got a receipt. My accountant’s a stickler 
for those things. Ah well. 


Carol’s nervous by the time I get back but relieved once she 
sees me in one piece. 


“What did you do?” she asks, noticing my calm smile as I 
lean in to kiss her. 


“Just had a few calls to make, a car will be here any minute, 
you ready?” I ask, noticing she’s changed, holding her a 
small suitcase and a glint in her eye which tells me 
everything I need to know. 


“Just tell me I’m not making a fool of myself,” she says 
suddenly, right before we leave. 


I get it. I kind of had the same thought, right up until she 
exploded in my mouth. 


I doubted such a young, beautiful girl could see anything in 
me. 


I guess everyone has their own hang ups. 


I lean in close again, holding her neck as I press my 
forehead against hers. 


“You’re mine now, Carol. You don’t need to worry about a 
thing,” I tell her truthfully. 


“What did you do to Mr. Jelso?” she asks knowingly, and I 
have to stifle a grin. 


“You don’t need to worry about him, or the apartment 
Carol. That’s all taken care of. Let’s go, huh? D’you know a 
good place to eat around here?” I add. 


“Nothing around here’s nice,” she moans, pulling the door 
shut three times before it closes. 


“Then we can head out someplace, or would you like to 
come back to mine?” I ask her, noticing how tired she 
suddenly looks. 


“Mine it is,” I decide for her. 


The car pulls up just as we step out, and holding the door 
open for her after taking her suitcase, I can see the wheels 
turning in her head before I slip in after her. 


“Who are you?” she asks me bluntly once I tell the driver to 
take us home and raise the privacy screen I’ve missed all 
day. 


“Pm Lucian,” I remind her, pulling her close and relaxing 
only once I feel her melt into me, her hand resting on my 
chest. 


“And you’re mine, Carol,” I tell her again, hearing my 
stomach groan and making us both laugh. 


“Hungry?” she asks me, and I know she is too. I can just tell. 


“Starving, even though I did eat already,” I joke, tickling her 
ribs and feeling the weight of her chest in my hand. 


Making me think about having the same again for dinner, 
but we both really need something to eat and some rest I 
think. 


It’s been a big day, and something else tells me that 
tomorrow is gonna be a whole lot bigger. 


It’s Christmas Eve, and I figure Carol has to know sooner or 
later. 


One way or the other. 

But for tonight, for now, I want it to be just us. 
Some dinner, some conversation and then- 
Her gentle snores break my concentration. 


She’s fast asleep on my chest, making little mewing sounds 
with her lips and clawing at me in her sleep, like a kitten. 


I daren’t wake her just for the sake of asking what she 
wants to eat. 


We’ve got all the time in the world, and she’s not going 
anywhere. 


Not if I can help it. 
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I don’t remember much after getting into Lucian’s car, 
except both of us being hungry and him telling me not to 
worry about anything. 


Whatever happened after that is a blackout for me, I just 
remember his hard chest under my hand as I began to drift 
off to sleep. The rest is a blur. 


I still feel hungry, but well rested apart from that before I 
even open my eyes. 


I can tell straight away I’m not in my own bed, because I’m 
in a real bed. 


A huge, comfortable and very expensive bed, I can just tell. 


Hugging the sheets a little closer, I can smell Lucian’s 
cologne on them but I don’t feel his warmth anymore. 


My eyes spring open and I hold my breath while I scan my 
surroundings. 


It’s a huge room, and gray early morning winter light is 
creeping through the floor to ceiling windows. 


I’m in just my T-shirt and panties, nothing else, but I don’t 
have to check to know. 


Nothing else happened last night. 
I sigh heavily, almost disappointed. 


The mysterious and majestic Lucian whoever he really is, 
gave me a taste of pleasure at my apartment, took care of 
my super whatever that means, and then drove me home to 
his house and just put me to bed? 


As soon as I spy the note on the dresser, I know that’s 
exactly what happened. 


The furniture is heavy, solid wood with light colored 
everything else. 


Clean and fresh, like an ad for ice cream. 
God, I’m so hungry. 


I lay for a while, soaking in the atmosphere and hearing 
nothing but complete stillness. 


A silence I’d never get in my apartment. 


The single thought of the place makes me wince, hoping I 
still have a place if things don’t work out. 


But somehow I know they will. 
Somehow, all of this feels like home already. 


I stretch and squeak a little yawn before I venture out of 
the warm bed, noticing the temperature of the room is 
constant too. Just right, and I grab the thick cream 
envelope with my name on the front before opening it. 


It’s dated, Christmas Eve. 
Carol, 


I had to leave early this morning, but don’t let that stop 
you. Ring the bell by the bed and breakfast will be there in 
a moment. 


Help yourself to the bath and anything else you need, if you 
can’t find it, ring the bell and ask for it. 


Anything you want. 


I laid out your clothes in the dressing room, along with 
another Mrs. Claus costume for your shift at three. 


Don’t be late! 

A car will take you to work. 
Lucian. 

PS: You cute-snore in your sleep. 


I laugh out loud at his last comment but feel torn as well for 
a few different reasons. 


He’s left me alone, and only a note by way of letting me 
know. 


Plus, he’s telling me to be ready for work this afternoon. 


I feel excited, sick, and more than anything, hungry all at 
the same time. 


I check the door straight away, making sure I’m not being 
held prisoner or anything. 


The hallway is as big and wide as the bedroom. It’s an old 
stately house. 


A mansion. The kind I’ve seen in old movies, but this is the 
real thing, not a set. 


And it’s in perfect condition, with immaculate carpets, 
drapery, and more of the same heavy furniture. 


It’s beautiful. 


I want to feel hurt that Lucian’s left me alone, but it feels 
like home. I don’t feel out of place except for the man 
himself isn’t around right now. 


Going back to the bedroom, I read his note a dozen times, 
catching the scent of his cologne on it and throwing myself 
back onto the bed, I decide to try and enjoy myself. 


After all, it’s only... crap! 
It’s Eleven o’clock in the morning. 


I try to tell myself he’s joking about work too. I mean does 
he really expect me to dress up like that again? 


Turning my head to one side, I can make out the dressing 
room, the telltale red and white of the Mrs. Claus suit 
draped over something makes me groan again. 


The bathroom door is ajar too, and after a few deep 
breaths, I explore that option first. 


It’s beautiful, like the rest of the place. 


Gleaming black and white tiles with an ornate forest green 
frieze with a huge antique claw tub as the centerpiece. 


Matching his and hers everything, even toilets for god’s 
sake. 


“I don’t know what you do Lucian, but it can’t be legal,” I 
murmur, whistling through my teeth as I start to give up on 
exploring and get down to plain old snooping. 


It’s his room alright. The same cologne in custom bottles I 
can tell are handmade and from Paris. A little jewelry 
mostly watches and cufflinks, but the acre of suits, shirts, 
and casual wear tells me more about the man than he could 
in such a short amount of time. 


Deciding to test his invitation, I ring the bell by the bed. 


Avoiding the huge mirrors I look out the windows, holding 
back the drapes and gasping aloud at the huge manicured 
garden, like a scene from a postcard all covered in snow. 


There’s a gentle knock at the door, and peering through the 
crack as I tentatively open it, I find a hotel-style trolley 
covered with silver domes. The smell of fresh, hot food sees 
me wheeling it inside greedily. 


I don’t even care that I didn’t see who left it. 
I’m starved. 


Eating hot bacon, eggs, French toast, and sausage until I 
can’t move. I lay back on the bed and drift off to sleep 
again, returning to the dream I had where Lucian was 
between my legs making me call out his name. 


It must be an hour or so later, right when I feel myself 
about to climax in my dream when I start awake. 


Checking the clock by the bed, I know I don’t have much 
time. 


But why would Lucian want me to go to work of all places? 
And why isn’t he here with me? 


I run a bath, wondering just how much water I’m using, and 
find plenty of suds and salts that all smell like Lucian. 


Another soaking, reading his note, and wandering around 
his room again and I feel like I better get ready. 


To wear the suit or get changed at work though? 


Ah crap! My bag, phone, everything is back there in that 
locker. 


I have to go, telling myself I can get changed once I get 
there. 


But how am I going to get there? 
Oh, he said there would be a car waiting for me. 


Once I’m dressed and have my costume in hand, there’s a 
familiar tap at the door, and opening it I can see the light 
from the open front door coming up the stairs. 


In no time, and after seeing absolutely no one, I’m in the 
same car from last night, taking me back to work. 


CHAPTER TEN 
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I must pick up that damned phone twenty times, wanting to 
call her. 


Needing to know she got my note. 
Needing to know she’s alright. 


The household has strict instructions to leave her alone, 
only giving her anything she wants when she rings for it. 


God, I hope I’m doing the right thing. I know I’m doing the 
right thing. 


It’s an early start for me, still dark by the time I leave her 
bedside, bunking down on the leather chair as I watch her 
sleep, smiling to myself for a few hours before it’s time to 
get moving again. 


Pleased to know I’ve staked my claim and that in just a few 
short hours, I have everything I want. 


Almost everything. 


Until I have our babies inside her, until I know she’s mine 
for keeps, I still have a nagging edge of mild anxiety. 


Maybe it’s just me getting older. Maybe it’s the fact she’s so 
fucking beautiful and in my house now that gives me 
justified cause for concern. 


Until I’ve claimed her properly, and put a baby inside with a 
gold band on her finger, I'll always be a little antsy. 


Christmas Eve always starts early for me, but today of all 
days sees me having to front up to the meeting I missed 
yesterday, even though it’s a telecall from my office. I listen 
to the wine guy and nod, mumbling uh-huh until he names 
his price and I sign off on it. 


Big fucking deal. 
Some people get to buy his wine. 
I don’t know what drives these people, money? Pfft. 


My next phone appointment is with a cranky property 
owner and his lawyer. Same deal, different conference call. 


Both suspicious as to why I want to buy a rat’s nest on the 
wrong side of town, but agree on the first price closest to 
what he asked. 


Happy days. He even agrees to my only condition, that the 
super is out by nine this morning. 


Saves me another trip to look at his sorry ass. 
I would though, I’d keep true to my word, that piece of shit. 


Carol’s apartment is all hers now. And it’s Merry Christmas 
to all her neighbors (except one), but TIl leave that up to 
her to work out once I fill her in. 


The rest of my morning is my workout and breakfast, 
followed by a nap I sorely need. 


But without her, it feels like empty sleep. 
I want so badly to go to our bed, to take her right now. 


But it has to be just right and it also has to be what she 
wants. 


After last night, I vowed to let her rest as long as she needs. 
At least I know she’s safe now, undisturbed at home. 

In our home and in our bed. 

I hope she'll turn up to work too. 


This year is a little different, my usual Christmas Eve gig is 
dressing up as Santa and doing a full shift at Kellerman’s 
mall. 


I’ve done it as long as I can remember and it’s the closest 
thing to Christmas as I get. We even used to do a Christmas 
day thing years ago, with food and everything. 


These days, folks stay at home, don’t seem to trust ‘free’ 
anything. 


The thought of Carol in that suit again though. It makes me 
suck air in between my teeth, feeling myself getting hard 
just thinking about it. 


But knowing what it’s really for, how much it means to all 
those families to see Santa and get a free something or 
other. 


I tell myself I can deal with Mrs. Claus in that way later. 


Mrs. Claus eh? 


The thought makes me groan louder, throwing my head 
back on the headrest as the car zooms towards Kellerman’s. 


Away from her, but only just for a little while longer. 


Fasy, Lucian. Just take things one step at a time, I tell 
myself. 


I wonder what old Kellerman would say if he could see me 
now? 


Talk about the ghost of Christmas past. The guy was as 
uptight and about as Scrooged as they get. 


But I’m not him. And I never will be. 
Not really anyway. 


As much as I try and hold off, I finally give in. I call up the 
staff just to make sure she’s coming in to work at least. 


Otherwise? 


Otherwise, I’d drop everything and go to her. But I’m 
thinking she’ll be here. 


When I hear she’s already on the way, I relax a bit, just a 
little. 


If she can put up with my busiest day of the year, she can 
put up with me for every other day in between. 


I get to the employees’ entranceway ahead of time and 
make my way to the changing room. 


It feels like a lifetime ago that I saw her, right here. 
But it was only yesterday. 


Mr. Claus’s suit, for me anyway, is a little more complex. 


I have a couple of helpers when it comes to covering my 
dark brows and features, making me look like the real 
thing. 


The padding is light, adding rounded edges to my physique. 


I don’t know how they do it, but in an hour and a half, I look 
like a six foot seven Saint Nick. 


“Will there be anything else, Mr. Kellerman?” I’m asked, my 
hand waving them away out of reflex. 


“Uh... no. Thanks. And call me Lucian for god’s sake,” I 
scoff. 


“Oh. But do patch through the national payroll manager 
when you can?” I add, disappearing into my own thoughts, 
looking into my own eyes in the mirror. 


Wishing she was here already. 
My Christmas Carol. 


Pressing my fingertips together and letting them go out of 
focus, I can hear a different kind of Christmas. 


The kind where there’s laughter instead of meetings. Carol 
against me, begging me to let her come. 


The smell of roasted turkey instead of makeup and the 
feeling inside that makes me want to hug and hold all the 
reasons for the season. 


I can see us all now... Carol, the kids. 
But it’s not snowing. 
We'll have Christmas where there’s always summer. 


Lobster and warm beaches. No more white Christmases for 
me, they’re too damned cold. 
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Christmas Eve. 


Once the car passes out of the gates of Lucian’s house and 
its winter wonderland feel onto the freeway towards the 
city, it’s clear what day it is. 


Traffic’s backed up for miles in the opposite direction and 
it’s nothing to do with the weather. 


In the city, it’s no better and I worry about getting to work 
on time at all. But like everything else Lucian arranged, it 
works like magic. 


I get to the employee’s entrance with a few minutes to 
spare. 


A door opens down the corridor, and I see a relieved Clara 
who motions me over. 


“There you are! I thought we’d lost you,” she says as she 
checks her watch. 


“Or did you think I wouldn’t come back?” I retort but she 
ignores my comment. 


I’m really asking myself though. Asking if I can do another 
five hours of the fake smile and crabby people for twenty- 
five bucks? 


The thought darkens my mood because a part of me knows 
the answer is no. 


Clara leads me to the changing room and tells me to change 
as quickly as I can as I duck inside. 


I know the way from here, but damn. If the smell of Lucian’s 
cologne isn’t as strong as it ever was in here, even the next 
day. 


I make a mental note to be careful if I ever dab myself with 
any, the stuff is mighty potent. Like the man himself, I 
guess. 


I unfold Lucian’s note. He’s the only reason I’m here. If he’d 
said wait in bed all day until I get home, I would’ve done 
that. 


But for some reason, he wants me here, so I'll do it. 


Not for Clara or all those people, and certainly not for 
twenty-five bucks. 


“TIl do it for Lucian,” I hear myself saying out loud, kissing 
his note before tucking it back into my bra and pulling on 
the Mrs. Claus suit, which today seems to fit better than 
ever. 


Snug in all the right places, but at least this one’s not 
cutting me in half. 


My keys, phone, and everything I left behind yesterday are 
still in the broken locker, so I figure they’ll be safe for 


another few hours. 


With a final sigh of resignation, I slip back out into the 
corridor, almost bumping into somebody passing with a 
janitor’s cart. 


“Oh, careful! Hiya Carol,” The man says, his voice is familiar 
but I don’t recognize him, and I don’t really have time to 
either. 


I make my way to what I hope is the same door from 
yesterday, nervously opening it in time to see the huge 
curtains being pulled back, revealing twice as many 
shoppers, and kids then there was yesterday. 


Clara glares at me for a second, giving me a second to get 
to my place before she unhooks the chain barrier and 
pushes the clipboard with all the names on it into my chest. 


“Enjoy your shift,” she says acidly. A wry smile on her lips as 
she slips past the crowd, only looking back with some hurt 
in her eyes at Santa. 


Old Bill, I dunno what he could’ve done to- 


Taking my place next to Santa, I can’t take my eyes off him 
either. 


This isn’t Bill. 

This is somebody else. 

Then it clicks. The janitor just now, that was Bill. 
So this must be... ? 


“Santa,” he says in a put-on, but deep and smoky voice, 
holding out his white gloved hand. 


“Come now, Mrs. Claus, we have people waiting,” he adds 
cheerfully, his dark eyes twinkling as he nods towards the 


crowd, letting out a few over the top but well-rehearsed 
“Ho-ho-ho’s’. 


I feel a moment of shock. Shame. 
Disgust. 


The last time I looked, Santa wasn’t built like a pro football 
player, nor did he have eyes I could get lost in. 


Eyes that make me want to tell him things, all of them 
naughty and none of them nice. 


I’d be his Ho. 


But I can’t. I mustn’t think that. I’m promised to Lucian. I 
told him I was his, and I am. 


Of course, I freaking am! 


So who’s this new guy? Could even pass for Lucian, but nah. 
It can’t be him, he wouldn’t. 


Sure he is a close fit for size, I reckon, even under that suit. 
Maybe he has a brother. 


Or maybe I just have Lucian on the brain, seeing him 
everywhere and in everything. I’ve read about people 
experiencing that, once they get fixed on an idea or person, 
they suddenly see, hear, and yes, even smell them 
everywhere. 


Hmmm. 


For the next five hours, I try and stay focused on the job. 
Just like yesterday, in no time there’s such a blur of people, 
noise and so much happening at once that I could be 
anywhere with anyone. 


But a couple of times it does feel like Santa’s eyes are on 
me, almost giving me that feeling again, but as soon I feel it 
it’s gone again. 


Whenever I look up, the new guy, whoever he might be is 
always looking someplace else, handing out a gift or posing 
for a photo. 


Just when I can’t feel my legs anymore, just when I couldn’t 
care less about new Santa or the never ending crowds of 
people and their screaming kids. 


It’s done. It’s finally over. 


I can see why they only have Christmas once a year. Nobody 
could do this sort of thing full time. 


It’s madness. 


Carla reappears, handing me my check, which I notice is 
still showing a deduction for the costume. 


“You didn’t bring the other one back,” she says calmly. 
“Once it’s returned, we can launch a return claim and you 
should have your remaining fifty dollars within ninety days,” 
she parrots, sounding more bored than ever. 


I feel sick like I might actually just throw up right here. 
I feel my head shaking, my whole body shaking. 
I’ve had enough of this. I want out. 


“CaroLl.. Carol!” A familiar voice calls after me, but I’m out. 
Too mad to pay attention. 


I storm back down to the dressing room, snatching my stuff 
up, and make for the same way I came in. 


Checking my purse, I should have just enough for the 
subway home. 


Home? 

Where is that anymore anyway? 

I waited for you Lucian, I went to work just like you said. 
All for another twenty-five bucks. 

Or was that part of the whole joke in the first place? 

A cab honks nearby, and I check my purse again. 


“T got like nine bucks cash and a check for twenty-five,” I 
tell the guy, tears streaming down my face by now. 


I tell him where I’m headed, and he jerks his head towards 
the back seat. 


“Gotta fair over that way soon, so jump in. Hey, you 
alright?” he asks once I slide in. 


I shake my head, holding in what tears I have left. 
“No. No, I’m not alright,” I tell him. 


As he pulls out, I can hear my name again, louder this time, 
but inside my head is all a bunch of names, screaming kids 
and people all asking for Santa. 


Five hours of that is enough to give anyone nightmares. 
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I can’t believe she doesn’t recognize me, but like I said it’s 
probably for the best. 


It’s a different kind of thrill for me to be so close to her, but 
I can’t believe she doesn’t know it’s me. The makeup I 
guess is first class. 


Sweaty as hell underneath, but first class. 
The kids and their folks love it every year. 
It’s why I do it. 


But right now, I couldn’t care less about any of that. I 
should’ve told her it was me. I should’ve done a lot of 
things. 


Once the show’s over and the curtains close, there’s a 
stream of a different kind of people all wanting a piece of 
me. 


The staff. 


I’ve gotta get out of this suit and dressed, ready for the 
Christmas Eve ball in just under an hour. 


My plan was to reveal myself once we’d finished, then take 
Carol shopping for a gown, so she could join me. 


Be at my side all night. 


What I don’t count on is her doing a runner once she gets 
another one of those goofy checks. 


Nowhere near what she’s worth. 


Nowhere near what anyone’s worth for the great job she’s 
done for the past two days. 


I try and get her attention, calling out as I push past 
everyone else, growling by the time I get to the back dock, 
seeing her get in a cab and drive away. 


The growing entourage of managers, organizers, and of 
course, the makeup people chases me all the way outside 
too. 


It’s freezing cold, and Carol has nothing on but her Mrs. 
Claus costume. 


People are asking me things, grabbing at me until I turn 
around, looming up over all of them. 


Furious. 


“Get me a fucking car, right now!” I roar, and they all 
scatter. 


“And whoever’s handing out those twenty-five dollar checks 
for full shifts worked. They’re answering directly to mel” 


In seconds there’s a dark Lincoln and I’m in the back, 
tearing off my Santa face. 


Cursing the whole day so far. 

This is not how I had planned on things going. 

I give the driver Carol’s address and he pushes the gas. 
At least someone knows how to do their job. 


At times I think I can see her cab, but the traffic’s so heavy 
in we lose her. 


But I won’t lose you, Carol. No fucking way. 


It feels like the longest ride of my life, but we pull up at her 
building. 


“Wait here,” I order the driver who only gives a solemn nod, 
no eye contact. 


I might keep him as my new driver. 
But Jesus the place looks worse today than it did last night. 


The gloom of winter doesn’t help, but I can see why my 
attorneys and accountants were so down on the idea. 


I thought it was just me getting them up at four am. To 
discuss it. 


But no. The place is a fucking wreck. 


Tossing the beard and other crap from my face on the back 
seat, I make my way inside, taking three then four steps at 
a time until I reach her floor, three long strides until I reach 
her door. 


I’m shaking all over, my chest is heaving in freezing air, but 
it’s all because I missed her. 


Because I didn’t get a chance to explain. 


It was supposed to be a surprise goddammit. 


I knock as gently as I can. But I’m pounding I know it. 


“Carol! Carol” I demand, not wanting to wait another 
second. 


No answer. 


I’m making ready to kick the whole door in, when it creaks 
open, her tear stained face in the crack between the door 
and the chain still on it. 


“Carol.” 
Her face changes, she recognizes me but looks so confused. 


“Open the door, Carol, please?” I ask her gently, seeing how 
upset she is. 


I can breathe again once I hear the chain sliding back and 
the door opens wider. 


She’s still in her costume, and her eyes scan me from head 
to toe. 


“It was you... why?” she asks, and I can see in one hand she 
has the shitty check and in the other, another piece of 
paper. Looks like a legal document. 


Taking her by the shoulders, I sit her down. 


“It was supposed to be a surprise, Carol. It went to hell and 
I’m sorry about that. I really am,” I tell her, stroking her 
hair back and wanting to kiss her, but her look is too far 
away. 


Distant. 


“T was Santa, Mr. Claus... and you were Mrs. Claus,” I tell 
her. Talking to her as if she’s five. 


“Once we'd finished playing The Claus’s, I was supposed to 
take off the makeup and surprise you - if you couldn’t tell it 
was me already,” I tell her, stammering a little. 


“We were going to go shopping... get you a gown, some 
jewelry and I’d take you to the Christmas Eve ball.” 


Hearing myself say it out loud, it’s me who feels five. 
It was a stupid idea. I can see that now. 


All about me and nothing about Carol, not without her 
knowing anyway. 


“And those stupid checks,” I add. “I had no idea they were 
paying people peanuts. I’m gonna fix it, Carol. I will. I just 
need you back with me first.” 


She looks so confused it’s killing me inside. I want to grab a 
hold of her, pull her close and kiss her so much, but she’s 
not ready. 


“Who are you?” she asks me again, for the second time in as 
many days. 


I guess I should’ve elaborated, but I never like to talk about 
it much. 


“Pm Lucian,” I say, creasing a smile. “Lucian Kellerman,” I 
add, feeling my own smile fade as it registers with her, 
finally. 


Taking the other piece of paper from her hands, I can see 
it’s a notice of tenancy. 


Everyone in the building will have one, except Jelso the 
super. He’s long gone. 


Twelve hundred bucks from his butt-bank should guarantee 
him some sort of Christmas. 


“Merry Christmas,” I murmur, waving the paper gently in 
front of her. 


It basically states that she can rent the apartment for 99 
years for 99 cents, which I took the liberty of paying for 
each tenant. 


“All you have to do is sign here and the place is yours, 
forever. Your neighbors too, they all got the same thing.” 


“You’re Lucian Kellerman?” she finally asks, shaking her 
head a little before her eyes meet mine. 


A look I’m familiar with and was scared I’d nearly lost. 
“Hi,” I whisper. 
“Hi,” she whispers back. 


“I don’t want you to stay here though, Carol. We don’t have 
to go to any stupid ball either. Just come home with me, 
please? Let me explain on the way.” 
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It should have registered earlier, but who would have 
thought? 


Lucian Kellerman is the sole heir to the Kellerman retail 
empire. Left to him alone by his grandfather, I think. But I 
always thought he was I don’t know adopted... 


Anyway, he’s like one of those urban legends. People you 
hear about but never see in the news and definitely 
wouldn’t expect to see dressed up as Santa at a cheesy 
retail mall. 


I hadn’t recognized him because he’s rarely photographed, 
a veritable recluse. 


I always imagined him to be some middle-aged eccentric 
who talked to plants, riding horses all day, or whatever it is 
these types of people do. 


He leads me back downstairs to his waiting car. The cold air 
snaps me awake some, and I nuzzle into him out of reflex 
and need. 


But I still don’t understand. Not a hundred percent. 


“My Grandfather was Jeremiah Kellerman, lived to be a 
hundred and eight and I was his only living kin,” he starts to 
explain after we start the drive. 


The drive home. 


“T have no memory of my own folks, only know I was all 
alone in the world until the old man took me in, at his age 
even back then, he needed an heir to his fortune. I was sent 
from a wet nurse to boarding school and then to college, 
and only ever met the man a handful of times.” 


He pauses, not in deep thought, but checking I’m listening. 
I haven’t said a word since we got in the car. 


“Go on,” I tell him, making a face. “I’m listening... but it’s 
just all so...” 


“Unbelievable,” he agrees. 


“I know, imagine being twelve or maybe thirteen, told 
you’re the next in line to a squillion dollar fortune. And in 
the next breath, being warned not to fuck it up,” he laughs. 
A real laugh and I can’t help but join him. 


It’s the first time I’ve heard Lucian really laugh. 


“And every year you dress up as Santa and buy apartments 
for complete strangers?” I ask, not meaning to sound 
ungrateful. 


He shrugs. “And a whole lot more, Carol. There’s so much 
money, and I only need so much to live on, you’ve seen my 
place. It’s nice but it’s all paid for. Everything has about two 
hundred years of money behind it, even the store chain.” 


He’s not boasting, I can tell. In a way, Lucian seems about 
as amazed as I am by the whole thing. It’s as though he’s 


never told anyone his life story. 


“T’ve never told anyone, not really,” he admits, echoing the 
thought, checking that the privacy screen is up in the car. 


“Is it a car, or do we call it a limo?” I ask, having two 
thoughts at once. 


“I just say ‘car.’ Limo is so... I dunno...” 


“Stupid?” I suggest, but he only shrugs again, squeezing 
me closer as he keeps talking. 


“So when I was dressed up today, it was supposed to be 
yesterday as well but Old Bill filled in because I had a 
meeting...well I was supposed to have a meeting. Then I 
saw you and well, you know the rest,” he says, blowing out a 
breath of air with puffed cheeks and giving me an imploring 
look. 


“Can I kiss you now?” he asks, and I crane my neck up to 
meet his lips with mine. 


Something I thought I might not ever feel again. 
“Are you still mad?” he asks after a while. 
After some more kissing and a lot more cuddling. 


“Furious,” I remind myself. “What’s with paying people five 
bucks an hour, holding back money as a ‘deposit’ on this 
monkey suit?” I exclaim. Trying to be funny but hearing the 
actual anger in my voice. 


Lucian sighs, looking out the window. I hear his breath 
catch as he answers, and I know he had no idea. 


“Tm fixing it,” is all he says, and I hold his hand, squeezing 
his huge fingers in my palm as I peck his cheek. 


“T know you will, I just had no idea.” 


“Neither did I,” he adds somberly as we drive in silence for 
the rest of the way. 


Once we reach the familiar gates of the grounds, I notice 
huge wreaths hung on each side, which makes him groan 
quietly. 


“T forgot. They always do this... every year. It’s an old house 
and some of the staff remember Grandpa Kellerman,” he 
explains. 


Opening his mouth to say something else, a phone in the 
console rings and he snatches it up with a breath of 
impatience. 


“...50? Well I won't be attending, nobody ever knows I’m 
there anyway- What? Just do what you think is best... no I’m 
not ill. I just had an epiphany, one Ill share at the next 
senior staff meeting. And I’m not to be disturbed for forty- 
eight hours, understand?” he clips, snapping the phone 
back into place. 


“Some of them have had a very good run with my money. 
And this will be their last Christmas with it,” he says 
cryptically. 


“I hope I didn’t-” I start to say, but he smiles. 


“No. You’ve saved the day, Carol. You really have. I don’t 
know what I would’ve done if you hadn’t turned up.” 


The car pulls up to the front and he helps me up the steps. 


Once inside, he leans back against the door and draws a 
heavy bolt across it. 


“We’re alone now, promise,” he says, a low groan of 
satisfaction escaping him as his eyes run up and down my 
body. 


I feel self-conscious, but looking at the padded suit he still 
has on, I figure we both look ridiculous. 


“Shall we get out of these things?” he asks, cocking his 
brow as he moves closer to me. 


I don’t need him to ask, once his hands touch my hips, my 
chest, and finally the inside of my legs, I know exactly what 
needs doing. 


“Its not quite Christmas,” I tell him, my breath and whole 
body shivering under his touch. 


“So?” he asks gently, tracing his lips across my neck. 


“So I have something to give you anyway,” I manage to Say, 
noting his eyes fixed on mine. 


“Now, Lucian... right now...” I stammer, swooning into his 
strong arms as he lifts me up, taking us both where I know 
we should have stayed all along. 


Our bedroom. 
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I never thought I’d hear it from her own lips so soon. 
Especially how things went today. 


Wanting everything to be just right? So far that’s blown up 
in my face and I think we both know what we both really 
want anyway. 


I want Carol, and she’s giving herself to me, right on 
Christmas Eve too. 


My own costume I tear off easily enough, glad to be free of 
it and half wondering if I should shower first. 


But Carol’s eyes and her moans of anticipation as she 
writhes on the bed in front of me tell me differently. 


Kneeling down on the bed, my legs straddling her, I start to 
unbutton her Mrs. Clause top, unhooking her bra. 


Determined not to overlook her chest this time. 


I was overcome with the need to have her in my mouth 
yesterday, but today will be different. 


But there’s something else. 
A familiar looking piece of paper slips from her chest. 


My note. She kept it right by her heart all day... even after 
she ran. 


Figuring the deposit on her costume is rescinded, I tear her 
skirt and panties off with both hands, making her gasp and 
shudder again, her thick legs hooking around mine, her 
hands reaching out for what I know she really wants. 


But I’m not done admiring her chest just yet. 


With both hands I squeeze her breasts together, marveling 
at their smooth softness then adding my own touch by 
kneading her thick nipples with my thumbs and fingers. 


She falls back, helpless and I can feel the urgency of her 
need but I just can’t rush this moment. 


Leaning over I take each nipple, one by one into my mouth 
and swirl my tongue over and around it, savoring the 
softness of her. 


Savoring her taste. 


Her hips are bucking up, seeking my cock that’s bobbing 
out in front of me like a flagpole, pressing into her belly and 
making me groan. 


Each time she touches me, I can feel lines of my own clear 
warmth dripping from my tip. 


Ready to claim her. 
“Lucian,” she whimpers again. 


The name I want to hear her calling over and over again, 
for the rest of my days. 


My thighs rest between hers, and I know why we’re such a 
perfect fit already. 


I’m a big guy, and any bony, stick thin girl just isn’t gonna 
feel the benefit of what I have to offer. 


With Carol, our skin on skin contact is full, intense. 


My hard balancing her smooth softness, melting into one 
perfect feeling, no matter where or how hard I press 
against her. 


Her fingers claw at the back of my hams, and I feel my 
whole body tensing as I lower myself, ready to enter her. 


I use one hand to guide my throbbing aching cock to her 
quivering pussy, the hot wetness as it touches my head’s 
smoothness makes us both groan like wild beasts and I 
wonder just how much longer I can hold on. 


She’s so close, I can feel it, but we both feel a stronger need 
than our own climax. 


The two of us becoming one. Claiming her as my own and 
showing her just how much pleasure she deserves. 


“Mine,” I groan, and although she can hardly speak, I watch 
her mouth the word ‘yours’ as I slowly start to enter her. 
Both of us jolted by the surge of feelings between us. 


If holding her, kissing her, and even tasting her with my 
mouth is one thing, being inside her is all those and more, 
times a thousand. 


Times a million. 


She’s very tight, but also very, very wet and I ease into her 
using her body and rotating hips as my guide. 


It’s not a swift process, but I don’t mind. 


We lock eyes the whole time, her hands shifting from the 
back of my legs to my arms, clawing and gripping as she 
gnaws at her lip, urging me to fill her with every inch of my 
stiff cock. 


All for her, and her only from this moment on. 


There’s an intense pressure, making her wince just a little, 
but once it’s gone, I know she’s mine forever. 


I ask her with my eyes if she’s alright, her low purr giving 
me the only answer I need to keep going. Filling her and 
finding a new spot not long after that makes her whole body 
stiffen and arch against mine. 


“Holy shit,” I gasp, I never knew anything could feel so 
intense, so wonderful. 


I never knew she could look so beautiful either, her face 
shifting and beaming with pleasure, past words by now. 


After a few minutes, she starts to move faster under me. 
Like a lock that fits my key and has opened, she wants to 
explore everything on offer and so do I. 


I rotate my own hips in time with hers, then opposite. Each 
move has a new edge, a new gate of pleasure for us both 
until I find the place she needs it most and at the pace she 
wants it. 


Carol is a virgin... was a virgin, sure. But she’s taken to 
what we share like a duck to water and pretty soon we both 
realize that for tonight at least, it’s only gonna be hard and 
fast that gets us both across the line. 


Hooking her legs over my shoulders, I feel that magic place 
inside her again. 


Hear her begging me not to take it away from that spot. 
Her most sensitive place. 


I growl low and focus my grip on her, holding her hip with 
one hand and her fine ass with the other as I thrust in and 
out of her only slightly, focusing all my attention on her 
pending climax by pressing my whole weight against her. 


“Oh, Jesus! Lucian!” she calls out, and I feel it too. 


My balls rising up, the sound of disbelief escaping me as I 
try and make it last, but also know I need to fill her and 
soon. 


Her nails are like claws in me, drawing an animal cry of my 
own as I feel pleasure and some pain once I feel her body 
stiffen under mine. 


There’ll be some blood, maybe even a scar or two if I’m 
lucky, but my focus is on her release. 


I grip her harder, my eyes blazing once hers come back into 
focus. 


We both feel the solid heat of my release as her own quivers 
on top of it. 


We’re both drenched, from top to bottom. 


I’ve never felt anything so extreme in my life and it seems to 
keep going, for both of us for some time yet. 


Eventually, I collapse alongside her, exhausted but 
exhilarated, and she clings to me, tracing her smooth hands 
over my sweat misted body, tasting it, and then kissing me. 


There’s nothing between us anymore, we both know it. 
“T love you, Carol,” I pant between heavy breaths. 


Grabbing my hand in both of hers, she presses them over 
her smoldering pussy before lifting them and kissing them. 


“And I love you, Lucian, more than my own life. More than 
anything.” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
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I do love him, I’m not just saying it and neither is he. 


No two people could feel what we do and not admit it, not 
want to shout it from the rooftops. 


To think only yesterday I was worried about being put out 
on the street with nothing. I actually believed I had no one. 


And now I have the man of my dreams in my arms, with his 
even tighter around me. 


It’s a miracle. 
A Christmas miracle? 


Eh, I wouldn’t go that far. A part of what I love about Lucian 
is he does his part for Christmas, lets his staff have their 
show as well. But he isn’t driven by it. 


Is he? 


“Why do you do all that Christmas stuff?” I ask him finally, 
borderline wanting to confess to him how much I hate 


Christmas. 


My question seems to break him from another train of 
thought. 


“I do stuff for so-called charity, for others all year round. I 
spend more money than I keep, I’m sure of it. Why?” he 
asks. 


Sitting up on one elbow, feeling it shaking under me, I 
survey his own look and I know he’s the real deal. 


He’s a real life Santa, and like he said, all year round. Not 
just one day of the year. 


“T just don’t get the impression you’re a very Christmassy 
person is all,” I tell him as I fall onto my back, unable to 
even hold my own weight after what he’s just done to me. 


“What do you mean?” he asks, laughing as he props himself 
up on his elbow, tracing my hair back over my ear before 
kissing it. 


“The whole dressing up thing, a Christmas ball you said? I 
don’t get it.” 


“You’re right,” he admits. “I wasn’t a Christmas person up 
until now, but it is good to see some people made happier, 
their life made a little easier, even just for a while,” he adds. 


“Is that why you did what you did, with the apartment?" I 
ask, remembering that I never have to pay rent again, but 
also that I never want to see that place again either. 


“That was to make sure I could get that creep Jelso off your 
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back, and your neighbors’,” he says with a growling voice. 


“I don’t ever want you to go back there to live, Carol. But 
it’s all yours if you change your mind,” he says. 


“Change my mind about what?” I ask, smiling already, 
smelling the powder in his loaded statement. 


“About staying here with me,” he says bashfully, then finally 
cocking a brow as his hand finds a special part of me under 
the sheets, making me giggle and squirm. 


“Tm not going anywhere,” I assure him, breathing in deep. 
“But don’t you have anyone else?” I ask. “Like friends, I 
mean... buddies?’ 


He scrunches his mouth, thinking for a second. 


“Do you?” he asks me, and instead of laughing like I know I 
should, I understand what he means. 


“No, no I don’t,” I tell him honestly, looking down. 


“Then we have each other, and I’m inviting you to stay, as 
long as you want. Forever, preferably... and at least for 
Christmas,” he proclaims loudly, knowing how to make me 
laugh. 


“Td love to,” I say, looking up at him, wondering just what I 
did to deserve such a wonderful man. 


A friend and a lover. 


“We have a few days at least with no one to bother us,” he 
says confidently. 


“How about you, do you need all the trimmings for 
Christmas? ‘Cause I think I’ve found the true meaning of it 
in you, Carol. That’s all.” 


“How do you mean?” I ask, thinking I know already. 


“Its not what we have or even what we have to give, it’s 
who we get to share it with that counts. I’ve never had 
anyone because I never met the right one in all my forty 
years. Then yesterday, I met you,” he explains. 


We relax back into the pillows, into each other and I feel 
myself starting to doze, with his fingers teasing me awake 
every time I do. 


I know he hasn’t taken his eyes off me the whole time since 
we got here. 


“Will you show me around?” I ask him, not wanting to move 
though. In case it breaks this spell. 


“Around here? Sure. Whenever you want. You hungry?” he 
asks, right as his own belly rumbles. 


“I guess you are,” I chuckle, but remember I only had 
breakfast and I think we each just burnt off a million 
calories in bed just now. 


“I can go see what the staff left, they always do, just like the 
wreaths. They make a Christmas feast and put it in my 
fridges, hoping I’ll someday have a house full of people.” 


“Do they live here?” I ask, and Lucian frowns. 


“Not exactly. There’s a chalet about a mile or two over the 
way, the oldest lives there. Grandpa Kellerman set them up 
like that. The rest? I dunno really. It’s only a small staff, they 
won't bug us,” he assures me. 


But I’m intrigued. 
I had no idea people still lived like this. 


Servants and staff? It’s enough to make me laugh out loud 
when I think about it, about that check and all those 
thousands of people working for peanuts. 


“Do you know what they get paid?” I ask him, not wanting 
to sound harsh but he did say he was gonna take care of 
that stuff. 


“Umm... No. I don’t,” he says. “Maybe you can help me look 
into all that, after the holidays?” he says with a pleading 
smile. 


Making me feel like I’ve said too much already. 


“It’s no excuse,” he adds. “But I’ve spent so long listening to 
others, having them show me charts and tell me 
everything’s fine, everyone’s happy... I just assumed.” 


“Oh, I didn’t mean to tell you what to do,” I tell him, feeling 
a thousand feet out of my depth. 


“I know,” he murmurs, pulling me close again, smacking his 
lips on my forehead. 


“But you have raised some very interesting points. Things 
that are long overdue for examination,” he says, yawning 
quietly as we both close our eyes. 


There'll be a time and a place for all that, I tell myself. 
For now, I just want Lucian. 
Lucian wanting me. 


That’s all I want right now. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
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I wouldn’t call it sleep. 

More proof of the dream come true. 
Dozing lightly with my girl in my arms. 
My woman now. 


I couldn’t be happier, and I don’t think Carol could be 
either. 


I have a million things I want to tell her, let her feel easy 
about, but I get that she has some concerns about her own 
life. And I’ve invited her to fix the one’s she’s found wrong 
in mine. 


We’ll work on things together, but for today, for now. It’s 
Christmas Eve and I have well and truly opened my present 
early. 


“You hungry?” I murmur, figuring one or both of us has at 
least one more appetite to fill. 


I know what I’d rather do, but being her first time, I’ll let 
Carol tell me when she wants some more of what I have for 
her. 


“Starved,” she replies and I remember the food situation 
which is good too because my stomach rumbles again. 


“TIl get us something,” I tell her, moving to get up. 


“Or you could just stay,” she whispers, gripping my arm and 
making me groan with indecision. 


“You need to eat, maybe I could show you around?” I offer, 
tempting her out of bed. 


She nods and I help her out of bed and into a robe. 


I have a couple laying around, and damn, if she doesn’t look 
even cuter in an oversized robe. 


Sure enough, there’s a feast of Christmas food ready in one 
of the oversized refrigerators, and I almost lose Carol 
altogether once she wanders off. 


I settle for some steaks and a salad, with what I know will 
be an almost endless supply of ice cream. 


“T thought I was gonna lose you again,” I remark, hooking 
my arm in Carol’s as she starts to explore the house after I 
set to heat the stakes. 


“What’s through here?” she asks, trying the largest wooden 
door which is always locked. 


“No big secret,” I tell her. “Just an old part of the original 
house that has no heating. C’mon back to the kitchen. I 
can’t keep track of you otherwise.” 


She frowns, murmuring something about loving old stuff, 
which I have to remind her includes me. 


Settling us back down in the kitchen, I notice her eyes light 
up at the sight of the steaks sizzling. 


“You wanna serve up some salad?” I ask, motioning to the 
bowls. 


“Is this a restaurant too?” she asks, and I laugh, but I guess 
she’s right. 


“Tt looks like it today,” I tell her. “But it’s not usually so 
exciting, I assure you.” 


Carol dresses up two large plates with salad and I ask her 
how she likes her meat. 


“Any way Lucian gives it to me,” she smiles adoringly, 
making me growl with satisfaction. 


I take that to mean medium-rare. The way I like it. 


Once she dives in and has a bite, I know we have more than 
just each other in common. 


A girl who loves a pink steak and eats the whole thing is a 
winner in my books. 


“T forgot to ask,” I tell her between mouthfuls. “Some folks 
don’t go for-” 


But she’s shaking her head, grinning as juice runs down her 
chin. 


She’s a meat girl. 


“So, tell me all about Carol,” I ask her, figuring now’s a 
good a time as any. There’s nothing between us physically 
and I really do want to get to know her better. 


She shrugs, biting some lettuce and beets. “Not much to 
tell. I never had a rich relative, but I ended up alone too,” 
she says absently, putting down her fork. 


“T didn’t mean to-” 


“Tt’s alright,” she smiles. “I just don’t talk about it much... 
like I said, nothing to tell.” 


But I figure there’s a lot she has to tell, maybe just not right 
now. 


“It’s okay, but tell me something about yourself,” I protest. 


She laughs out loud, telling me she got a scholarship to a 
college, journalism. And that she’s worked shitty jobs ever 
since trying to make ends meet. 


I frown but raise my brow once I see her half-smiling. 
“No hobbies, pets?” I offer. 


“Nope,” she says, a matter of fact, licking the back of her 
fork now. 


Hinting at her latest hobby, which makes me feel a stirring 
in my robe. 


“Room for ice cream?” I ask, and her breath of inhalation as 
she scans her nearly empty plate is a worry. 


“Any flavor you want,” I add, and she relaxes. 


“Chocolate chip?” she asks, making a face with her tongue 
out. 


“It’s front of the shelf,” I tell her, fetching a fresh tub and 
opening it, putting the whole thing between us. 


“You don’t look like an ice cream kind of guy,” she muses. “I 
mean... look at you.” 


I wished I had a story about ‘fast metabolism’ or ‘good 
genes’. Truth is I have to work my ass off and watch what I 
eat to stay in shape, but I’m glad she noticed. 


“Would it matter?” I ask, suddenly concerned she might not 
like me so much if I had a spare tire and maybe lost my hair. 


“Maybe not,” she remarks with a raised brow, licking her 
spoon like she just did her fork, sending my dick into 
overdrive again already. 


“And what about me?” she adds. “I think what I mean is a 
guy who looks like you going for a girl like me.” 


I don’t get it. 


“What do you mean,” I ask, making sure I don’t have too 
much of the white death, I love this stuff too much. 


“You could have any girl you want, Lucian. Why me?” she 
says again, and I hear a little bit of that doubt creeping 
back in. The kind I know from experience. 


The voice inside her head that tells her she’s no good. 


We all have one, no matter how much money or what we 
look like. 


“Because you're perfect,” I tell her, leaving it at that. 
I’m not gonna play if she only wants to put herself down. 


“Tn time. Carol, you’ll see that. l'll show you,” I promise. “As 
long as you don’t make me eat too much of this, I have to 
stop,” I exclaim, laughing over the ice cream. 


“But it’s Christmas,” she protests, pouting and offering me 
her spoon, which I greedily accept. 


“Then you’ve found my only weakness,” I admit. 
That and the look in her eye. 


“Would you show me around some more?” she asks 
innocently, her eyes shining. 


How could I say no? 


It’s her house now too after all. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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Feeling stuffed for the third time in one day at Lucian’s 
house, and only twice by food, I’m glad when he offers to 
give me a tour. 


I love old houses. 


Everybody says that, but I really mean it. I’ve always 
wanted to live in a really old place, with real history. 


Lucian’s has a perfect blend of the very old and new, 
perfectly mixed. 


“Did you decorate it yourself?” I ask, and chuckle at his 
frown. 


“Are you kidding? No, I didn’t. Experts did that, but I did 
have a final say in the choice of colors and fabrics,” he adds 
proudly with a grin. 


“Old places have their own style, color, and themes,” he 
adds. “I didn’t know that at first, and once Grandpa passed 
and everything came to me I was determined to make it 


fresh but also wanted to keep the original spirit of the 
place,” he says, almost mournfully. 


“But you never grew up here,” I observe, and he agrees. 


“I know, it’s like what’s behind that door... almost two 
hundred years of everything that’s not me. It’s not what I 
want. Not for me and-” 


But he stops short. 


“You and your family?” I ask, sounding hopeful. 
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“Exactly,” he murmurs, pulling me close and kissing me 


again. 


“Tell me about what you want, Carol. Do you want a 
family?” he asks, and I stop in my tracks, thinking. 


Wanting to tell him if it’s with him I could have a dozen 
children. 


But I don’t know if that’s what he really means. 


Until he runs his hand over my belly, and I remember that 
he’s just filled me with a billion potential babies. 


“I think... I know I do,” I promise him, standing on tippy 
toes to peck his cheek and gripping his robe. 


“Please show me the rest of the house,” I beg him, feeling 
so drawn to the door he said was locked. 


“Alright, I guess,” he says, laughing to himself, taking me by 
the hand to a desk in the hallway, a drawer filled with 
ancient looking keys. 


“This... should be it,” he murmurs, holding it up to the light 
and shrugging. 


We reach the end of the corridor near the stairs, the only 
door visible that shows any signs of age. 


Lucian inserts the heavy key and turns the lock, pushing the 
door wide enough for us to fit through. 


“TU close it,” he whispers. “It’s cold,” and I nod. 
But it isn’t that cold on the other side. 


The same design of the house is still there, but just more of 
that old wood paneling I love so much. 


I can see another staircase, but we’re in a giant hallway. 


“What’s in here,” I ask, suddenly shivering and making 
Lucian grunt. 


“The original drawing room, I think,” he says, pushing the 
door open and making me gasp. 


There’s just enough light from outside to show the setting 
sun over a gray mist and snow filled view of what must be a 
gorgeous garden in spring. 


“T love it. I absolutely adore it,” I shriek, rushing to the old 
timber framed French windows, clawing at the freezing 
glass, trying to hold onto the misty light before it’s gone. 


“You do, eh?” I hear Lucian deliberate behind me. 


Turning, I see him donning a set of leather gloves, pulling 
cut logs set beside a fireplace. 


“A lot of people don’t like old things, old places... I thought I 
was one of them. But seeing this place now, with you in it. 
Maybe I just...” 


He grunts as he heaves a huge log over to the fireplace, and 
I make a worried sound until I realize the man’s an Adonis. 


“If you go back the way we came,” he says. “Go get a basket 
of kindling from any of the other rooms we can see if this 
chimney still works,” he says with renewed enthusiasm. 


“But don’t take long,” he adds over his shoulder, stacking 
the fireplace and moving everything around. 


I find a brass scuttle filled with splintered wood by a fir in 
the other end of the house, and figure this is what Lucian 
means. 


“Perfect,” he cries, taking it from me, and wiping a dusty 
line across his brow he sets to work making the quickest 
and most perfect log fire I’ve seen. 


The huge room is filled with white sheets over furniture, 
which he starts to unveil one by one. 


The largest is a huge leather sofa which he moves across 
the wooden floor before he reaches for the heavy wool rug 
in front of the new blaze. 


“Boy scout?” I ask him, amazed at his skills with the fire, 
but he shoots me a look that says it all. 


“A two hundred year old house? You learn to keep warm, 
there’s so much tinder around here I sometimes worry 
about the fire risk,” he adds, nodding to the oak paneling 
but patting the space next to him on the couch. 


There’s a little dust in the air, but the balsamic scent from 
the wood burning soon cancels that out. 


“A great idea,” he says, stretching his huge arm around me. 
“A visit to the past I’d almost forgot.” 


We sit in silence for some time, the fire crackling to life. The 
scent of Lucian and old pine filling the air with a big hint of 
smokiness and all the warmth of a campfire. 


I snuggle up to him, tucking my feet under my wooly robe, 
asking him if we can do this every night. 


“So you'll stay?” he asks, gripping me tighter, a look of 
supreme satisfaction in his dark eyes as they glow in the 
firelight. 


“Forever,” I whisper, clutching him closer. 


“Forever.” 
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Hearing her say she'll stay. 


I know she said she’s mine, but actually hearing her say it 
so matter of fact... 


I know why I put up with so much for so long. This whole 
estate, the endless meetings, and all the other crap my 
whole life that drives me nuts. 


It’s all for her. 

For us. 

For our future family. 

“You really like the past, huh?” I ask her, looking around. 


“Its got more for me than my apartment,” Carol notes 
truthfully, her eyes wide and I can’t help but feel the same. 


“Do you really hate Christmas so much?” I ask her, feeling 
myself moving forward. 


“Not anymore,” she whispers. 


And I know. Because neither do I. 


“Okay, c’mon then,” I say, lifting her up by the hand and 
leading her back to the other end of the house, the fire still 
burning and all. 


“Where are we-” 


“You'll see,” I inform her, figuring it’s the start of tradition 
anyway, even though I never liked it. 


“There’s a place... where they used to keep everything,” I 
tell her, wondering. Hoping it’s all still there. 


And it is. 


A whole room-sized closet filled with old Christmas 
decorations. A tree as well, old stuff but probably better 
than anything our current stores sell. 


Boxes of baubles, tinsel, and a proud angel I covet with one 
hand, reserving it for the right moment. 


“This is great,” Carol squeaks, clutching everything to her 
chest, box after box after she tells me she wants to set it all 


up. 


“Christmas, just for us. If you want?” she asks, and I have to 
stab a nod, feeling my heart go at seeing her so excited. 


I watch her carry the heaviest boxes back to the old end of 
the house. 


Wondering if Grandpa ever had such a love. 
Wondering if he ever knew what true love was. 
If he didn’t or if he did, it doesn’t matter. 


I do now, I have the love of my life, and watching her behind 
as it shifts to and fro all the way back to where we started, I 


hear my own low sounds of satisfaction. 


I know I love her, and I know this place belongs to her now 
because of it. 


It’s my true gift to her since she gave herself to me. 


“A lit fire and decorations,” she says, unpacking the boxes 
and making me feel old but so young again at the same 
time. 


“What could be more like Christmas?” 


I watch her set up and decorate the tree, stringing more of 
the old style tinsel across the place and making it feel like 
home more than it ever has. 


Lifting her with both hands by her hips, I make sure she can 
set the antiquated angel atop the old tree before I have to 
sit back down. 


Too turned on to even be near her without pressing myself 
against her. 


“T don’t really know,” I confess absently, watching her figure 
move across the room, to the tree again, and then back to 
me. 


The firelight dances behind her and there’s this glow in her 
eyes that tells me just one thing. 


Gnawing her lip as I sit with my legs open in a leather chair, 
she lets her robe fall open until it finally drops to the floor 
altogether. 


“Merry Christmas,” she whispers hoarsely. 
My eyes are wider as I inspect her in this new light. 


“Again?” I hear myself ask as an ancient clock chimes 
twelve somewhere. Telling me it really is Christmas. 


As if I needed reminding. 


It’s as if Old Saint Nick himself has plucked the angel from 
the tree and delivered her straight to my lap. 


“Again,” she affirms, and before I can move, her thick thighs 
are sliding over mine again. 


The robe keeping me warm spread wide by her hands. 


The fire crackling and letting a pine cone pop against the 
screen. 


Her damp yearning eager for my stiffness again as she 
hovers over my newly glistening cock. 


No anxiety or worry now, we just both know how good it 
feels with me inside her, and with a deft movement of my 
hand, I slide into her. 


Drawing a long moan of satisfaction from both of us. 


I grip her fine ass with both my hands, which feel huge 
against her softness. She eases herself down and slowly but 
very firmly starts to grind against me. 


Bucking her hips in tune with the turning of mine, both of 
us speaking a new language as we redefine the space we’ve 
drawn to zero between us. 


Her full breasts dance before my eyes, with each grinding 
movement of her hips they heave. 


I take each one in turn into my mouth, until I’m finally 
gripping them both firmly. 


Squeezing them both hard as I feel her pumping up and 
down on my cock, which feels like steel against her 
waterfall of softness. 


My thrusting and her pumping soften to a slow movement 
as we both feel her climax approaching. 


She shudders and gasps as I grip her cheeks, kneading 
them together and pulling them apart once I feel my balls 
rise again. 


Pulsing in time with our shared breath as I feel her receive 
me inside her one more time. 


It’s not just my physical strength, but my love for her that 
holds her as she comes on my manhood. 


I could hold her like this forever, and a new part of me vows 
to. 


Hold her forever. 
No matter what. 


“Holy-,” I hear her exclaim, shuddering as her climax starts 
to subside, but I keep going by flexing myself and pulling 
her harder down onto me. 


“Merry Christmas,” I growl, knowing I'll give her this 
feeling every day of the week forever, not just once a year. 


But every day, all year round. 
Every year from now on. 
She squeaks a sound before collapsing onto me again. 


I’m sure I hear the word Christmas in there somewhere. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 
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Falling against him, with him still inside me, I fall asleep. 


It’s his warm hands on my hip and back, his thicker heat 
inside that helps me drift off. 


Waking up to him again as he kisses my lips. 


“Merry Christmas,” he says softly, stroking my hair back 
and then tracing a finger down my face. 


Opening my eyes I wonder if I’m dreaming again, but his 
huge chest pressing against mine tells me no. 


This is real. 


There’s a dim light around his face, not an electric or 
firelight, but one that tells me it’s early morning. 


The scent of him so near, plus the crackling fire tells me we 
haven’t left where we started. 


“T think we can open up this side of the house.” 


He announces, looking around a little and then resting his 
gaze back onto me, laid flat on the huge leather couch, his 
robe over mine. I snuggle into both as I stifle a yawn, 
stretching underneath. 


Lucian is wearing a T-shirt and gray track pants, making me 
instantly wonder what he’s been up to. 


Where he’s been gone. 
Until he flashes a matching, folded pair before my eyes. 


“T only left to get these, I was worried we’d freeze to 
death,” he quips, motioning to snuggle with me under the 
robes. 


“These old houses...” I start to say, but his toes against mine 
give me the answer. 


His warm, hard body against mine giving me instant relief. 


“See?” he asks, smiling. “I guess we closed off this section 
of the place for a reason, but we can open it up again now, I 
think,” he adds reflecting his own inner thoughts. 


“Just for me?” I ask, noting him shaking his head and 
touching my belly again. 


“Just for you,” he says, smiling before pecking my lips. 


“I can stoke the fire in a minute,” he adds, “but don’t you 
want to go back to our room? Back to the central heating?” 
he asks earnestly. 


I think about it. 


Not wanting to be awkward, I have to admit I like it better 
here, even though it’s a little cold. 


Through the missing high drapes of the wood framed 
windows, I can see a winter scene I’d never get from my 


apartment. 


No cars or people, just trees and snow. A lake in the 
distance, with a few late birds tracing their way across the 
sky, going to where they need to be. 


“Lucian? I love you,” I tell him, pleased when he leans into 
me again repeating the same. 


“It’s Christmas day, you know?” he adds and I nod. 


Trying to think of a better feeling to match the day I always 
looked forward to forgetting. 


“Are you gonna make me do stuff... do your Christmas or 
whatnot?” I ask feebly, hoping I don’t have to leave this 
warm couch. 


“Never,” Lucian says firmly. Tucking the robes under me, 
keeping me warm. 


“But I did see a couple of sleds in that closet with those 
Christmas decorations,” he adds with a mischievous grin. 


“I can get us breakfast, then dinner warming if you wanna 
go outside and play?” 


“Go outside. In this?” I ask, knowing I’ll go anywhere he 
does. 


“Its not as cold once you’re out there in it,” he promises 
but shrugs when I tell him I only have what I brought with 
me. 


Glancing outside, Lucian tells me we’ll be safe for an hour, 
with a warm fire waiting for us both once we get back 
inside. 


Skipping to our room upstairs, I know Lucian’s not far 
behind as he sets to work on warming up some food. 


But I want to beat him. 


I want him to see me in my jeans too, which I stowed a 
couple of pairs of as well as that stack of panties. Just like 
he recommended. 


I’ve never felt sexy in jeans, but the look in Lucian’s eyes 
once he spots me at the bottom of the stairs changes all 
that. 


“Aren’t you changing?” I ask, noticing him still in his track 
pants and T-shirt, which show his bulging member, showing 
me just how pleased he is to see me. 


Shaking his head. 


“TIl get the sled,” he says firmly, moving to the door before I 
beg him to put some more clothes on. 


“Why?” he asks. “I’ll only be taking them off again,” he 
adds, eyeing me up and down. 


“We're perfectly alone, Carol,” he tells me, sending a thrill 
through my heart. 


He says something else which I don’t catch. But I know he 
won't be going outside with nothing on his bare feet and T- 
shirt. 


Once I’m outside, feeling the snow crunching under my feet 
I feel him behind me. 


On the back landing overlooking the drawing room, where 
we spent the night in. 


Lucian wraps a puffy jacket around my shoulders, and once 
I see him walking by my side I notice he has one on too. 


“Ever ridden a rusty old sled?” he asks, making a face at 
the vintage one he’s holding up in his hands. 


“Not really,” I tell him, retuning an awkward look. 


“Then lIl go first,” he adds, pointing to the top of a small 
rise as he steers me towards it. 


It’s not rust at all. I think the word they use now is patina, 
and the wooden slats on it are oiled and look sound to me. 


But I’m not sure I could even- 


“Push me!” Lucian says suddenly, sitting on it and gripping 
the thick cotton cord, a plume of condensation bursting 
from his mouth as his whole body tenses. 


I do my best, but once inertia takes over, he’s plummeting 
down the frozen hillside, making me gasp until I hear his 
cry of delight. 


I feel like we should have brought two sleds now, and 
watching him sprint up the hill, I know we’ll need a whole 
fleet of sleds. 


For the future fun I know we'll have. 


I can feel it inside me already. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


| ucian 


The next slide down the frozen hillside, we make together. 
I’m holding Carol firmly in front of me as she grips the 
sled’s cord. 


My stomach dips as we cross over the peak of the hill and 
don’t stop moving until we reach the bottom, fresh snow 
dusting us both as we reach the bottom. 


I’ve never felt so alive. Never felt like I’ve had so much fun. 
And it’s all because of Carol. 
Without her here I’d never feel the same way. 


Sitting behind her, I squeeze under her chest with my arms, 
hearing her moan with excitement. 


Neither of us wanting to get up just yet. 


I hug her from behind, closing my eyes as I smell her hair 
until I feel her shiver. 


“We should get you back inside,” I decide, noticing the snow 
starting to fall thicker now. 


I catch her when she stumbles climbing back up the hill, 
lifting her into my arms, and trailing the sled in the snow 
behind us. 


“T can walk. I can do it,” she tells me, but I shake my head, 
“but I want to carry you,” I tell her. 


“T like having you so close.” 


Carrying her back to the house, we go in the same way we 
came out. The old part of the house, which I make a careful 
study of on the walk back. 


It'll take some doing, but something tells me we're gonna 
need the room anyway. 


Setting Carol down once we’re in, and stoking the fire 
again, I ask which end of the place she’d prefer. 


“Old or new?” I ask, holding my arms out and waiting for 
her reply which I think I already know. 


“Old,” she says quietly with a smile. 


“I should check on our dinner,” I suggest, wondering just 
how long we’ve been gone. 


“Come warm me up first,” Carol coos, hugging her elbows 
on the couch and pretending to freeze so I’ll go to her 
again. 


I can’t resist, and the thoughts of food are the furthest from 
my mind as I hold her again, running my hands over her, 
hearing her mew with satisfaction. 


The sound of a smoke alarm breaks both our concentration 
though, and I bolt to the kitchen. 


“Tt’s okay. It’s alright,” I assure her when she comes in. 
“Just a little overheating.” 


I open a window after stabbing the alarm off with a broom 
handle. 


I only left one hotplate on too high, thankfully there’s no 
real damage. 


Turning to ask Carol if she’s okay, and I only see her 
smiling. 


Laughing. 
“Tt’s alright,” she tells me. “I can’t even boil water.” 


We both end up laughing and checking on the other dishes, 
there’s no harm done there either. 


“Everything else smells great!” she exclaims. “What can I 
do to help?” she asks. 


Pulling her close I peck her nose. “Eat it all like a good girl 
when it’s ready,” I tell her. 


“And until then?” she asks, feeling my front with the palm of 
her hand. 


“Don’t spoil your appetite,” I caution her, telling myself as 
much as her. 


There’s plenty of time for that. 


I catch her peeking into the ovens and wanting to lift pot 
lids, so I gently wrestle her away from all that. 


Hooking my arm around her waist and leading us back to 
the living room. 


“No tree. No decorations here, but a full Christmas 
dinner?” she remarks, eyeballing the place again, making 


me feel more of a recluse than I am. 
Okay, maybe not. 


“Like I said, it’s the staff. If it were up to me, I’d probably be 
in the office with a ham sandwich.” 


“Do you hate Christmas too?” she asks, making me frown. 


“I don’t hate it at all,” I confess. “I’ve just never had anyone 
to...” I break off and we both fall silent. 


We both know we’re the same when it comes to being 
alone, any time of the year. 


I want so much to ask her more about her past, but I know 
she’ll tell me when she’s ready. 


“You know, I don’t think I'll be going back to that 
apartment,” she says. A hopeful look in her eyes. 


“And I don’t want you to, it was only to straighten out that 
super of yours I bought the place... helped out God knows 
how many of your neighbors he terrorized like that too.” 


“Td like to stay here, with you,” she adds, making my own 
breath catch. A lump in my throat hearing her say it so 
sweetly. 


“You’re the sweetest man I’ve ever met, Lucian Kellerman, 
and I want to get to know you more than I can say,” she 
says, flushed red and her lips pushing against mine. 


“Sounds like a proposal,” I muse aloud, not meaning to 
make her feel embarrassed. 


“Maybe we could be real life Mr. And Mrs. Claus?” I add. 
“But only if you want.” 


“That sounds more like a proposal,” she counters, punching 
me lightly in the chest. 


“I’m serious, Carol,” I tell her. “I love you more than anyone 
or anything, and I know it’s only been a few days... but just 
imagine. We could have all this, every day for the rest of our 
lives.” 


She gnaws at her lip, and I can feel both our hearts 
pounding. 


I haven’t asked her, but I’ve kind of just asked her. 


I hope it’s not too much too soon. I don’t want to scare her 
off. 


“What about your retail empire?” she asks, looking down at 
her hands. 


“How does a girl like me fit into all that? I’ll hardly ever see 
you.” 


“You’re all I see, Carol,” I tell her, my voice cracking with 
emotion. 


“And if you'll let me, you'll be all I see, every day... all day 
for the rest of our lives.” 


“You mean?” she asks, her lip quivering. 


“T mean it, Carol. I want you today and every day after this. 
Be my Mrs. Claus and let me be your Mr. Claus. Just say 
yes,” I tell her. 


“Then yes,” she gushes. “Yes, today and every other day... 
Yes.” 


I grip her hard, pulling her tight and kissing her until she 
squeaks. 


The smoke alarm goes off again, but I don’t care. 


I have all the fire I need in her and she said yes, she 
actually said yes 


EPILOGUE 
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Wanting to wait to get married was like asking Lucian to 
hold his breath. 


And I really didn’t want to wait, but once he set his mind to 
fixing his business it took a while. 


Right up until my baby bump was getting in the way of 
things. 


He’s spent months going through his entire company, 
making sure every single employee gets a pay rate they 
deserve and more. 


He’s restructured his management, which includes me for 
some reason, to oversee the whole process and he’s bought 
up half the side of town where I used to live, determined to 
make sure people have a better way of living as well as 
working. 


“Its not just where you come from, Carol. It’s what you 
have to offer,” he exclaims, almost manic over piles of paper, 


files, and building plans on his desk as I stand next to him, 
rubbing my belly. 


“T know dear, but...” 


“I mean, did you know? We have a hundred college 
graduates sleeping roughly within twenty blocks of our own 
stores? It’s not good enough.” 


Smiling I take his hand and kiss it before sitting on his lap. 


I know he likes this at this time of the day, any day. No 
matter how busy he is. 


“I’m sorry honey, I just get so caught up in all this. How’s 
your day goin’? Did you get that doctor’s appointment, find 
out why you’ve been feeling so-” 


I did. 
And I have. 


I grind myself into his lap some more, taking his hand and 
pressing it onto my belly. 


Giving him a knowing look. 


I’ve been through three dress sizes, then elastic pants, and 
finally a smock in the past few months. 


All the while Lucian’s only commented on how much more 
beautiful I look to him every day. 


His appetite for me physically has only increased to the 
point I almost forgot all about it, swept up in his attentions 
for me. 


If it wasn’t for total access to a whole retail chain I would’ve 
given up wearing a bra too. 


“We’re gonna have to put a ring on this,” I announce, 
puffing a breath and wiggling a finger in front of his eyes as 
it dawns on him. 


“Daddy,” I add. “ Mister Claus,” I tease him again, squirming 
harder in his lap. 


“You mean we-” he stammers, making me cock a brow. 


“Now, don’t try and pretend you don’t know how babies are 
made, Lucian Kellerman,” I taunt him. 


“Why didn’t you-” he asks, and I only have to point to the 
stacks of work around him. 


“I did tell you, a hundred times... in a way,” I admit, 
shrugging. 


“But you’re so tied up with all this, I couldn’t get through. 
Now I know, I have the ultrasound. Oh, Lucian, aren’t you 
happy?” I ask, suddenly worried I’m only giving him one 
more thing to worry about. 


“Happy?” he gasps, sweeping all the papers aside and 
lifting me up onto his desk, his strong legs between mine. 


“Of course I am, and we'll have to... ya know. Get married 
right away,” he adds quickly. His eyes dart around mine, his 
best thinking face leaping into action. 


“No son of mine’s gonna be born out of wedlock. We can fly 
to Vegas, we can be married tonight!” he almost shouts, 
making me laugh. 


“We could just make some arrangements,” I offer. “And 
what makes you think it’s a boy after all?” I ask defiantly, 
wondering how he knows already. 


“I guess I just... I mean. Just tell me you’re okay?” he finally 
says, wanting to squeeze me but not too hard. As if rU 


break now that he knows I’m pregnant. 
Now that we’re pregnant. 


And so it was that after my clumsy announcement, Lucian 
Kellerman arranged the biggest wedding of all time in no 
time. 


Swept off my feet? 
That’s an understatement. 


I don’t think he’s slept for the whole week while he 
arranged for all his business dealings to be taken care of so 
we could be married and then honeymoon. 


The one thing I actually have a say in. 
The wedding? 


That’s a blur, with a cathedral, gown and so many people I 
don’t know I’ll ever remember it all let alone try to forget it. 


Lucian tried hard. Maybe a bit too hard, but I got my man 
and the wedding band to prove it. 


A father to our children, and enough crystal ware to fill a 
mansion, which it has. 


“We can go anywhere you want, Carol. As long as the 
doctors say it’s okay,” he adds, holding his huge hands over 
my middle for the millionth time. 


“We'll be fine,” I tell him, wondering where on earth we 
could go. 


To get away from all of Lucian’s business, to get away. 
Just the two of us. 


He smacks his head, as if dumbstruck, naming an obscure 
island I’ve never heard of. 


“It used to be owned by the family, a long time ago,” he 
explains. “We... I gave it back to the original owners, on the 
proviso we could still buy their vanilla crops at a fair price 
and I could use their beach. The one beach I actually 
remember from my childhood. Say we can, Carol. Tell me 
you'll go?” he asks earnestly. 


If anything, I want to see Lucian happy. I can see he only 
wants the same for his new family. 


One thing I don’t know about my new husband, apart from 
his hidden cooking skills is his seamanship. 


I expect to fly out to said island, but Lucian being Lucian he 
arranges a yacht to sail us there, a journey of four days to 
the Caribbean. 


I’ll never forget it, and I can see how much it means to 
Lucian to sail us all there. 


Baby and me. 


He works on his tan while I sit under a huge straw hat, 
marveling at how he handles such a huge boat that he 
constantly reminds me is called a yacht. 


We have fresh lobster and seafood every night, and I have 
so much more appreciation for Lucian, who seems 
determined to keep me satisfied in every way imaginable. 


All day, every day. 


Lucian has one goal in mind, to keep his woman satisfied on 
all fronts. 


“We’re almost there, darling,” he announces, steering the 
yacht in a certain direction after announcing the sight of 
land. 


Our island home for the next few weeks. 


“T can’t wait,” I murmur, laying back on my towel, knowing 
my man is at the helm for us both. 


My best friend, my lover, and the father of our children. 
My Mr. Claus. 

The thought makes me giggle. 

“What?” he calls over, but I shrug. 

“Nothing, honey. Just... I love you.” 

Lucian mouths the words, I know and he sets his course. 


Guiding us all on to safe harbors and new adventures. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 
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“Daddy, Daddy! Push me again!” 


She shoots me a glance of mock disdain, but I know she 
only has eyes for our sons. 


And for me. 


It’s freezing and our plans for an island getaway have been 
dashed by doctor’s orders. 


“No sea travel, planes, or anything that will excite the 
mother to be.” 


And it took no doing from me, those were his exact words. 


Carol’s bundled up in thermals and a snowsuit as we play 
outside. 


Christmas Eve, a few more years since we both stood on the 
exact same spot. 


And by God, if she isn’t more beautiful today. 


The luckiest day of my life was the day she agreed to be my 
wife. 


“Well go then,” she chides me, folding her arms. “Push 
them down the dang hill.” 


And I do. 


The new sleds we had made for the twins are safer and 
more everything than the older ones still in the hall closet. 


But I can tell my Mrs. Claus still isn’t okay with her sons 
adopting a little bit of their old man’s dare-devilry at such a 
young age. 


The boys, Mark and Mike, squeal with delight as they hurtle 
down the frozen hillside. Reminding their old man of 
something he never had. 


Watching Carol’s breath catch, I watch the boys, launching 
myself down after them on my own sled. 


Meeting them both at the bottom. 
They’re fine. 
Squealing like monkeys. Begging to be tossed down again. 


“T think your mommy wants us back inside now, boys,” I tell 
them, smiling at their wide eyes. 


“Pleeeeaaassse daddy?” they implore me, and I know I’m 
lost. 


“Once more then,” I promise, taking both their hands as we 
trudge back up the icy hill, snow crunching under our feet. 


Reminding myself that Christmas dinner is in the oven. 


Carol’s waiting, pecking my cheek and then the boy’s heads 
before reminding me we have dinner waiting. 


“Just one more, honey. I promised them,” I tell her. Smiling 
when she winks at me. 


“They’re their father’s sons alright,” she exclaims, kissing 
me again and I hold her close. 


“T love you, Carol. And so do the boys,” I tell her. 


She slaps her hands on my chest, rolling her eyes, and tells 
me not to try and talk my way out of it. 


“You can get them washed up for dinner then,” she adds, 
her final say in the deal and I readily agree. 


“Td be proud to,” I say, smiling, and feeling the slight sting 
of a frozen tear at the side of my eye before I hurtle down 
the hill again with my two greatest treasures, my sons. 


My wife watching over us and knowing she feels the same 
way I do for all of them. 


Love. 


Pure love as I hoist them both onto my shoulders and march 
us all back up the hill, sleds in tow behind us. 


“How’s number three?” I ask her, noting her mood but glad 
to see her smile. 


“She’s doing just fine. I look forward to having some female 
company,” she adds with a grin, her hands running across 
her belly. 


“T’ll warn the boys,” I remind her. “They’re gonna need 
some coaching when our baby girl comes along.” 


“Boys?” I announce. “You’ll have a baby sister soon, and 
more than just your momma to answer to. Let’s get washed 
up and ready for dinner,” pleased when they agree so easily. 


“You don’t need to scare them like that,” Carol says, 
punching my arm, but I mean it. 


“Tt’s true, baby. Every word. If their sister is anything like 
their mommy, I need to prepare them for it.” 


“And just what’s that supposed to mean?” she asks defiantly, 
hands on her hips as we reach the back door, the boys 
scuttling to get cleaned up after kicking their boots off by 
the door. 


“It means,” I start to explain. “That those two boys and I will 
have truly met our match once we finally meet our 
beautiful. Baby. Daughter.” 


I spell it out to her, kissing her after each word. 


“Will you still love me after our third baby?” Carol asks, 
making a face as she runs her hands across her figure for 
the millionth time. 


Something I haven’t told her, but it drives me wild every 
time I see her do it. 


I’m glad the boys are inside, because I launch myself at her, 
running a hand up the inside of her legs, growling. 


Begging her to let me fuck her on the spot. 


“Maybe for dessert, we have Christmas dinner, ya know?” 
she reminds me. Making me smile wider. 


“I know,” I tell us both. “I haven’t forgotten.” 


We’ve opened half our presents, a deal we had to make with 
Mark and Mike last night, otherwise, Mr. and Mrs. Claus 
could never creep back down the stairs to put out their real 
surprises. 


Carol’s with me on one thing, spoiling our kids rotten and I 
couldn’t agree more. 


Neither of us ever had such love, Carol having never met 
her parents, and we both relish it on our boys and know the 
next in line will have just the same. 


“Do you think they’ll grow up without being spoilt brats?” 
she asked last night, whispering as we stacked more 
wrapped gifts under the tree with their names on. 


“Not a chance,” I reminded her. “They have their mommy 
and daddy to face off if they ever try.” 


“Have I told you how much I love you today Lucian?” she 
asks me, once I’m serving up a slice of dark turkey meat for 
us both. 


Our boys munching on vegetables and beans, having told us 
in no uncertain terms they’re vegan now. 


Even though they’re just four years old. 
It’s okay. They can have and will have whatever they want. 


“T don’t think you did tell me,” I pretend she hasn’t told me 
today like she does every day. 


My best friend. 
The love of my life. 


“Just how much do you love me? I love you more than words 
can say,” I challenge her, leaning in to kiss her. 


Proving my point. 

Showing her, I hope, it’s more than she’ll ever know. 
“Merry Christmas, Mrs. Claus,” I whisper. 

“Merry Christmas,” she replies. “Mr. Claus. I love you.” 


“And I love you.” 


And I do. 
I love all of them. 


Forever. 


THE END 
MERRY CHRISTMAS 
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